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It certainly looked as if Old King Brady, at least, was done for. He lay with closed eyes and 
parted lips, to all appearance dead. As Harry bent over him tlie Chinaman 

suddenly shut the secret door. 
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CHAPTER I. 

THE BEADYS TAKE UP A CHINESE CASE. 

It was the "Blossom Storm," in the month of May, 
190—. 

All New York was deluged not only from the sky above, 
but from the sea beneath. 

Extraordinarily high tides had forced the water back 
into sewers and cellars until some streets ran like rivers, 
bringing misery and discomfort everywhere. 

It was a good day to stop indoors, and almost everyone 
who could avoid the streets did so. 

There are some strange beings, however, who love to be 
abroad in a storm. 

To such the war of the elements and the unusual con- 
ditions attending are like a stimulant. 

Their pleasure is to go prowling about downtown 
streets, watching the changes wrought by the storm in the 
everyday routine of life in the great metropolis. 

Such a person surely was the tall, elderly man who pass- 
ed up Wall street at about three o'clock on the afternoon 
of this Blossom storm. 

Seen under an umbrella very much the worse for wear, 
this old gentleman presented a striking figure. 

His age might have been anywhere between sixty and 
seventy-five. 

He wore a big white felt hat, cowboy style, with an 
extraordinarily broad brim. 

For this the rain might have accounted, but it could 
hardly account for the long blue coat of most peculiar 
cut, with a double row of flat brass buttons down the 
front; nor for the ancient "stock" and high, pointed, 
stand-up collar, which he also wore. 

And all these things taken together only tended to make 
the appearance of this solitary wanderer in the storm 
more marked. 

As he passed along the south side of the block between 
William and Broad streets, a shabby little man with snow- 
white hair and general insignificant appearance came out 
of the Mechanics Bank, and started across the path of the 
person of whom we have been speaking. 

Their umbrellas would surely have come into collision 
if the storm wanderer had not pulled back. 

The shabby little man shot one glance at him, and then 
popped into a handsome private carriage which stood at 
the curb. 



"Van Gordon," muttered the old gentleman, pasfeing on. 
"Who would ever guess that such an insignificant bit of 
humanity was worth fifty millions at least." 

His allusion was to one of New York's richest men, a 
person who has figured in all kinds of frenzied financial 
transactions. 

Some called him the "Wall Street Sphinx," and many 
stories were told of his merciless, cheese-paring methods in 
business. 

And it would be quite safe to add that John Van Gordon 
was not only one of the richest, but also one of the most 
unpopular men in the city of New York. 

But the old gentlemen under the shabby umbrella cared 
nothing for him. 

He himself was considered very wealthy by many, and 
yet, as a matter of fact, he was a person who was absolute- 
ly indifferent to wealth. 

So he dismissed the shabby little man from his mind 
and passed on. 

But it was only to come up against him a few minutes 
later, for just before he reached Broadway he saw that the 
carriage had stopped. 

As he was passing it the door opened, and the man of 
many millions popped his head out. 

"I beg your pardon, sir!" he called; "may I speak with 
you a minute?" 

The old gentleman stepped up to the carriage door. 

"My name is Van Gordon," said the shabby little man; 
"you, if I don't mistake, are Old King Brady, the detec- 
tive." 

"That is who I am," was the reply. 

"I thought so. I am desirous of consulting you about a 
private matter which is troubling me. Could you make 
it convenient to call at my house this' evening? I will 
give you my card." 

"I don't think I could, Mr. Van Gordon," replied the 
world-famous detective. 

"I am very sorry to hear you say so. Are you at present 
engaged on a case?" 

"No." 

"Then why " 

"Don't press me for my reason, sir! You would not like 
it if I gave it to you in the blunt fashion in which I usually 
speak my mind." 

"Perhaps you don't care to work for a man of my repu- 
tation, Mr. Brady?" said the other, eyeing him keenly. 
"Is that it?" 

"To be perfectly frank with you, Mr. Van Gordon, it is." 
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"I don't know that I blame you. Still, J m good 

pay." 

"I do not jdoubt it." 

"I will take it .as .a particular , favor if you will accede 
to my request." 

"I don't care to do it, sir. If you have any business to 
transact with me yon may come to my office on Park Bow, 
if you happen to know where it is. If you don't I will give 
you my card." 

"I kaow where your office is, Mr. .Brady. May I ask .if 
you are going there now?" 

"I am." 

"Very well, sir. Good-day." 

Then Mr. Van Gordon drew back into the carriage and 
slammed the door, whereupon the liveried coachman 
touched up his horses and drove away. 

Now, this way of doing business was quite in keeping 
with- Old King Brady's usual style. 

The keen old detective is an odd fish in many ways be- 
sides the matter of dress. 

Under no circumstances will he ever "knuckle down" 
to the pompous rich man of the present day, and such per- 
sons have to come to his terms if they desire his services. 

But there had been no evidence of pomposity in Mr. Van 
Gordon's' manner — quite the reverse. 

And this had its effect on Old King Brady's mind as he 
walked on up Broadway. 

It was the first time he had ever come in contact with 
John Van Gordon, although he had seen his picture in the 
papers. 

He had not failed to be impressed with a certain sub- 
dued manner which the old multi-millionaire displayed. 

"And after all, what does one know about the private 
lives of his neighbors?" thought Old King Brady. "Van 
Gordon may not be as black as he is painted. Who can 
tell? I wondeT if he means to go to the office, after all? 
If he does, and he strikes Harry, as he probably will, he 
will be received with open arms." 

The allusion was to Young King Brady, pupil and 
partner of the old detective. 

The last part was an exaggeration, however. 

Harry is no more prone to humble himself before the 
rich than his partner, but he holds the natural veneration 
of the young for wealth and station, and is not inclined to 
be as abrupt with such people as Old King Brady is. 

The Bradys' place of business is a shabby little office 
located over a saloon in one of the old-time buildings on 
Park Bow, between the Brooklyn Bridge and Chatham 
Square. 

As Old King Brady drew near the place he saw Mr. Van 
Gordon's carriage standing in front of the door. 

"Ah, ha!" he muttered. "So he has come to me! Thi3 
is better. How we will hear what he has to say." 

He hurried upstairs, and entered to find Mr. Van Gor- 
don seated in an old cane-bottom chair, talking with 
Young King Brady about the big storm. 



Harry, as Old King Brady aiways calk his partner, im- 
mediately arose and said: 

'"Governor, this is Mr. Van Gordon. He wishes to con- 
sult you about a case." 

"I 'have 'already met Mr. Van Oordon," replied the old 
detective, putting his dripping umbrella in the wash-basin, 
and seating himself at his desk. 

"Now, sir," he added, "if you have anything to say to 
me I will listen to it. Proceed." 

"But this is a strictly private matter. Can I not see 
you alone?" 

"I have no secrets from my partner, Mr. Van Gordon. 
You will have to talk before him." 

"But it concerns a lady— my daughter, in fact." 

"It is before him or not at all, sir." 

"You are very hard on me, Mr. Brady. Still, I must 
have your services." 

"Did you think of me before you met me in the street?" 

■"I did not. I am a man who comes to prompt conclu- 
sions. As soon as I saw you I made up my mind that you 
were lie man I wanted, and I wandered that I had not 
thought of it before." . 

"Let us get to business." ' 

"I shall have to yield to your wishes. Listen, atten- 
tively now, for I have a terse method of expressing myself 
which not everyone finds it easy to understand." 

"Proceed." 

"Mr. Brady, I am a very wretched man. The world de- 
spises me, but they little know the life I lead. I am a 
mere money-making machine. I have not so much pleas- 
ure out of life as an ordinary day laborer. Surrounded 
by all the luxuries which wealth can procure, I am the 
slave of circumstances, personified by my wife, who really 
has always been the brains of my business. She controls 
me in everything. She rules with a rod of iron. She is 
absolutely merciless, and yet society bows down to her as 
a queen, as a philanthropist, as the saving grace of a 
miserly scheming husband, as — as " 

Here the shabby little old man of millions shed tears. 

"Brace up," said Old King Brady. "Be a man!" 

"It's too late!" replied Van Gordon, dolefully. "But 
never mind about all this. We have but one child, a 
daughter. Inez is her name. She came out in society two 
years ago. You may remember. Created a big sensation 
at Newport and Tuxedo, and then suddenly dropped out 
of sight." 

"Well?" 

"And this is the explanation and my pitiful, secret. 
Poor Inez while at Newport fell in with a young China- 
man, an attache of the Chinese legation, Prince Hi-Ti-Li, 
he was called. She became perfectly fascinated with the 
fellow, and instead of discouraging the wretched business, 
as she should have done, my wife encouraged the fellow, 
because of the enormous wealth he was reputed to pos- 
sess." 

"And which was all a myth. The man proved to be a 
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mere adventurer from San Francisco, who was exposed, 
and driven out of Newport." 

"Yes; and when he went my unfortunate daughter fol- 
lowed him. They were married, and they disappeared 
together. That was last September. "We have concealed 
the sad truth. Society believes Inez to he traveling 
abroad. Her mother has utterly cast the poor child off, 
but I — I love her as deeply as ever, and long to find her; to 
separate her from this wretch, and — and " 

"I see. But why have you brought the matter to my 
notice now? Surely you have not waited all these months 
to begin work on this matter at this late date?" 

"No. I spent thousands of dollars on detectives dur- 
ing the winter, but all to no purpose. The reason I have 
made this appeal to you now is because I have been in- 
formed only to-day that Inez has been seen in San Fran- 
cisco with her Chinese husband within two weeks. The 
poor girl is being used as a bait to lure young men into 
his gambling den. It is dreadful. If you can save her, 
Mr. Brady, you shall name your own reward." 

"We have had similar cases to deal with before, Mr. 
Van Gordon," said the old detective. "If the young 
woman wants to be saved it may be done, but if she refuses 
to leave her husband, what then?" 

"In that case, of course, you can do nothing. But at 
least you can try?P 

"We can and will, if you say the word." 

"I do say it. I place the matter absolutely in your 
hands if you will accept it as a strictly confidential com- 
mission, and under no circumstances let it get to the ears 
of my wife." 

"We accept." 

"I cannot tell you how grateful I am." 
"Waste no time in trying." 

"If you desire a retainer I will give you my check right 
now for a couple of thousand." 

"Not necessary. We will render a bill of our expenses 
later. Who told you that your daughter had been seen in 
San Francisco?" 

"The information came from my nephew, Jack Bent- 
ley. He saw her there." 

"The girl's own cousin?" 

"Yes; my sister's son." 

"Was he speaking with her?" 

"Yes. She refused to listen to him. He seems to think 
that she was under the influence of opium^or some other 
drug at the time." 

"Where did he see her?" 

"In a Chinese gambling house. I can get you the exact 
address." 

"Do so, please, and also your daughter's photograph." 
"You shall have both." 

"Will Mrs. Van Gordon receive your daughter in case 
we are successful in persuading her to return home V 
"She never will!" 

"And yet she would cheerfully have seen her marry this 
Chinaman if he had actually been a Chinese prince?" 



"She would. Because he is what he is she has cast Inez 
off forever. It will be useless to argue with her; but there 
are other ways of providing for Inez. Only find her. 
Bring her to me and — and I will try to do the rest." 
, "Very well; we will try also," replied Old King Brady. 

And here ended all that there is of real interest in the 
interview. 

The rest of the conversation con#erned details alone. 

It was not the first time by several that the Bradys have 
been called upon to act in similar 

There appears to be a horrible fascination about the 
Chinese for some young white women. 

It is seldom, of course, that such cases occur among the 
rich, but instances are not wanting where they have oc- 
curred. 

Old King Brady had entirely altered his opinion of Mr. 
Van Gordon. 

He saw in the multimillionaire now merely the weak 
tool of a bold, designing woman. 

He had come to feel a sincere sympathy for the old 
man. 

And so it came about that, once more the Bradys found 
themselves engaged upon a Chinese case. 



CHAPTER II. 

KS IHPOETANT DISCOVERT. 

"And this spells Frisco, Governor?" remarked Harry, 
once Mr. Van Gordon had departed. 

"So it would seem," was the reply. "But we must 
first make sure that this Prince Hi-Ti-Li is still in San 
Francisco before we go rushing out there." 

"That's so, too. Such fellows as he are necessarily 
fly-by-nights. He may have pulled up stakes and got out 
long before we can get there." 

"Exactly. But we shall soon know." 

"Going to telegraph the chief of police?" 

"Yes; as soon as I get the address of this gambling 
den." 

"What's the matter with all the women? How on earth 
could a young society belle and heiress to millions commit 
such an act of folly?" 

Old King Brady shrugged his shoulders. 

"Oh, don't ask me," he said. "It seems to be the style 
of the times. When I was young " 

But Old King Brady's reminiscences were interrupted 
by the entrance of a friend of Harry's, and thus for the 
time being the matter dropped. 

Early next morning the Bradys received a photograph 
of Inez Van Gordon by special messenger, together with 
an address on Dupont street, San Francisco. 

Within ten minutes Old King Brady despatched a tele- 
gram to the chief of San Francisco's police, who happened 
to be an old friend of his. 
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This done, there was nothing further to do but to wait 
for an answer. 

It came between five and six o'clock, and read as fol- 
lows: 

"Man you want here at address given. Will arrest and 
hold him in response to your wire." 

In return the old detective wired the chief : 
"Am coming. Make no arrest." 

First thing on the following morning Old King Brady 
called on Mr. Van Gordon and had a long talk with him. 

At three o'clock the Bradys started for San Francisco, 
arriving there on the evening of the fifth day. 

(The reader will please bear in mind the fact that this 
story was written some time before the earthquake and 
fire occurred which so nearly wiped the city out.) 

As usual, the detectives put up at the Lick House. 

"Eight away after supper, Harry," said the old detec- 
tive, "we will take a look in at Prince Hi-Ti-Li's joint, 
and then we will call on the chief and learn all that he has 
to tell about this Frisco fakir. That will give us a fair 
start." ■ 

And while the Bradys are refreshing the inner man, we 
may as well, for the benefit of those to whom the matter 
is new, say a few descriptive words about that most re- 
markable of all queer localities, the Chinese quarter of San 
Francisco. 

Those who only know the Chinese quarter in New York 
would be amazed at this. 

Chinatown in San Francisco covers many squares, and 
shelters a population of between seventy-five and a hun- 
dred thousand. 

Thus it will be seen it is a city in itself. 

Its streets are narrow and dark, abounding in alleys, un- 
derground passages, and secret rooms, so it is said. 

Here every sort of trade and business is carried on. 

It is like a bit of Canton or Shanghai transported from 
China, and dropped down in the midst of the California 
metropolis. 

Day and night the streets swarm with countless throngs 
of Chinese men and women. 

It is not as in New York, where a Chinese woman is 
seldom seen on the street. 

Hece they swarm in thousands; queer,dwarfish creatures, 
dressed like the men, and scarcely distinguishable from 
them were it not for the elaborate way in which they do 
up their hair, which is plastered together and stands out 
in great wings from the head, stuck full of paper flowers, 
and hung with tinsel ornaments. 

Such in a general way is Chinatown, San Francisco; 
Dupont street is its principal thoroughfare, and thither in 
the evening the Bradys bent their steps. 

"The same old place, Governor," remarked Harry, as 
they turned into Sacramento street from Kearney, and 
started up the hill past the Chinese market. 

"Doesn't change a bit, v was the reply. "Looks just as 
it did when I first saw it thirty-five years ago." 



On either side of the street here there are open stalls in 
which every sort of Chinese eatables are displayed. 

Whole hogs smoked and varnished; wonderful cheeses, 
merely to glance at which makes one long for wings or an 
automobile attachment to hasten his departure; baskets 
loaded down with dried fish, supposed to be imported from 
China, but really coming from no. further than "over the 
bay"; these and many hundreds of edible commodities, 
a description of which would be wearisome. 

The "China market" in San Francisco is indeed a queer 
place. 

The gambling house in question was supposed to be 
located on Dupont street, between Jackson and Pacific. 

It was known as the "Mon Lay Ong Club," whatever 
that means. 

Old King Brady glanced at a memorandum of the num- 
ber as they turned into Dupont street, in order to refresh 
his memory, and they continued to elbow their way 
through the crowd until they reached the block in ques- 
tion, when the old detective suddenly paused. 

"Bless my soul, Harry! Why, there has been a fire 
here!" he exclaimed. 

"Evidently!" was the reply. "And it seems to be sus- 
piciously close to the number of our Mon Lay Ong." 

Ahead, on their left, one of the old gray stone buildings 
so common in Chinatown could be seen completely gutted. 
• The Bradys pressed on, and coming abreast of it, saw 
that it indeed bore the number they sought. 

"That puts the kibosh on our plans, Governor," remark- 
ed Young King Brady. 

"It certainly does, boy. But still — Ha! Here comes 
Charlie Ching!" 

Old King Brady had pronounced the name of one of 
the most noted Chinese detectives, a young half-breed, who 
is employed in Chinese cases by the police of San Fran- 
cisco, New York, and other cities. 

That this individual was well known to the Bradys need 
scarcely be said. 

They had, indeed, employed him in several cases of 
their own. 

Greetings having been exchanged, Old King Brady came 
at once to the point. 

"Charlie, we were looking for a joint called the Mon 
Lay Ong," he said. "It seems to have been there." 

"Yair," replied Charlie, in his terse fashion. "Burned 
out." 

"So it appears. When did it happen?" 

"Night before last. Two or three burned up in there." 

"Chinks?" 

"Yair. One white woman, too." 
"Who was she?" 

"Wife of Prince Hi-Ti-Li, as they call him. He big 
fakir, Brady. He run that place. They say he was burn- 
ed up, too. Nobody see him since." 

The Bradys looked at each other in dismay. 

The shrewd little Chinaman caught this exchange of 
glances. 
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"Him your man, Brady?" he asked. 
"I won't deny it, Charlie." 

"Then you won't get him. Mebbe he dead, mebbe he 
skip the gutter. I dunno." 

"What sort of a joint did he keep?" - 

"Regular gambling house. Lots of rich young fellers 
played there. No fan-tan. Melican games. Faro, poker 
— you know. He used to put out a Chinee supper at mid- 
night. Oh, he make a bag of money, yair." 

"Then why in the name of sense did the place burn?" 

"Dunno! It was four o'clock in the morning. There 
was an explosion. Nobody know what happened right." 

"Did you know this prince, Charlie ?" 

"Sure, yair. I know him. He no prince. He just a 
fakir. Don' you 'member he catchee him wife at New- 
port. She rich gal. He make out he Prince Hi-Ti-Li. 
The real prince he went back to China before, oh, yair. 
He was a slick card. He fool lots of people here, too. 
Mebbe he Chink, but I think he was part Jap." 

By this time Old King Brady had been able to collect 
himself. 

He pressed for further details concerning the fire, and 
got such as Charlie Ching had to give. 

These did not amount to very much, however. 

Charlie admitted frankly that he had never come up 
against the prince in the course of his detective work, but 
had only met him in a casual way. 

"But about this wife of his?" asked Old King Brady, 
being careful not to express any undue interest in the 
subject. "We may be asked for information about the 
woman when we get back to New York. What was her 
name ?" 

"Dunno," said Charlie. "Her father big rich man on 
Fifth avener, yair." 

"Where was the body found?" 
"In bed." 
"Badly burned?" 

"No. She choke with smoke mebbe. No burns on her, 
eo they say." 

"Where did they take the remains?" 

"What?" 

"The body." 

"Oh! They take her round to Chinee undertaker's on 
Jackson street. Some Chink he come along and pay 
the bill." 

"Is she buried yet?" 

"I dunno. Mebbe not. Want to find out, Brady?" 
"Yes, I'd like to." 

"All right. Let's go around and see." 
So Charlie Ching led the way to the Chinese undertak- 
er's. 

It proved not to be on Jackson street, but up the alley. 

This was as Old King Brady had suspected. 

The Chinese undertakers never make any display of 
their business, in which, it must be admitted, they are 
more sensible than the whites. 

Charlie Ching knocked at a door opening on the alley, 



which was presently opened by an ugly-looking Celestial 
.with a face horribly pockmarked. 

Some conversation in Chinese took place between them, 
after which the Chinese undertaker threw the door wide 
open, and ushered his visitors into a rear room. 

It looked more like a carpenter's shop than anything 
else. 

There was a long work-bench, upon which stood three 
coffins in process of construction. 

The floor was littered with chips and shavings; over 
in one corner lumber was piled, while in another a cheap 
coffin stood upon two trestles. 

"Dere she is," said the undertaker. "Dlat de gal out 
of de fire. You wan tee see?" 

"Yes," replied Old King Brady. "Let's see her, John." 

"How muehee you pay?" demanded the Chink. "You 
no police." 

"G'wan!" cried Charlie Ching. "Yes, we are police, too. 
You show her now, and no fuss." 

But Old King Brady settled the controversy by slipping 
the Chinaman a couple of dollars. 

Then the coffin lid was raised. 

Inside lay the remains of a plain-looking white woman. 

She was evidently a foreigner. 

Her age must have been at least thirty-five. 

Charlie Ching gave one quick look and turned away. 

Old King Brady, however, was more deliberate in his 
examination. 

"Enough. Close her up, v he said at last. 

They left the shop, and neither spoke until they found 
themselves on Jackson street. 

"Well, Charlie! And what struck you?" Old King 
Brady demanded then. 

"Say, Brady, that not the woman!" cried the Chinese 
detective. "I no butt-in. , It none of my business, but 
that not the woman who was married to Prince Hi-Ti-Li." 

"So?" said Old King Brady. "How about this one, 
then?" 

He produced the photograph sent to him by Mr. Van 
Gordon, and handed it to Charlie Ching. 

"That the woman!" Charlie instantly exclaimed. 

"Good! Well, you saw one thing in there. I saw some- 
thing else." 

"What?" 

"That woman was never suffocated in the fire, Charlie. 
She has been dead several days." 

"So i say!" put in Young King Brady. 

"It is certainly so," replied the old detective. "We are 
up against some deep plot here." 

CHAPTER III. 

THE YOUNG MAN" WITH THE YELLOW HAIR. 

The Bradys and Charlie Ching had been standing to- 
gether at the corner of Jackson street and the alley, talk- 
ing in low tones. 
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Crowds of Chinese men and women went surging past 
them. 

No one but those who have seen for themselves can im- 
agine the number of people who are always on the move 
in the early evening hours in Chinatown, San Francisco. 

But the crowd was not made up exclusively of China- 
men, by any means. 

There were many white people on the move that night. 

Shimmers in San Francisco don't visit Chinatown in 
big "rubber-neck" wagons, or in large bands piloted by 
detectives, as they do in New York. 

On the contrary, people go into the. Chinese quarter 
there as freely as they would visit any other part of town. 

The streets which compose it lie between the business 
part of San Francisco and the great residential quarter on 
the hills. 

Sixty per cent of the population have to pass: through 
Chinatown twice a day, going and coming from, business. 

Thus everybody is used to the place, and nobody is 
afraid of it. 

Of course, when it comes to prowling about the alleys 
that is different, but Duponfc and Stockton streets, with 
Washington, Sacramento, Jackson, Pacific, etc., crossing 
them, are all thoroughfares, and here one meets people 
from every part of the known world, for San Francisco 
is the most cosmopolitan city in the universe, as everybody 
knows. 

Old King Brady and Charlie Ching now fell to talk- 
ing about another matter, in which they were mutually 
interested. 

For this Harry cared nothing, and he began watching 
the crowd and trying to pick out the different nationalities 
who passed him. 

He saw French, Spanish, Italians, Mexican Greasers, 
several Indians, two Armenians, Jews, and Germans, of 
course, but not one colored man — the latter in California 
are decidedly scarce. 

Chinese and Japanese didn't count. 

They were going and coming all the time. 

All at once there came along up the hill a pair so ill- 
matched and so peculiar in appearance and action that 
Young King Brady's attention was attracted at once. 

One was a young white man of powerful, athletic frame, 
the other an East Indian, of some sort whose face was as 
black as a negro's. 

The white man had a head on his broad shoulders so 
small as to be most remarkable. He wore a sort of yacht- 
ing cap, and from beneath it protruded an immense mass 
of yellow hair. 

His head was Taised, and instead of looking forward his 
watery blue eyes were fixed upward. 

The Hindoo had him by the arm, and was leading him. 

If the latter had been white he would have been posi- 
tively handsome. 

Suck eyee, such, glittering white teeth Harry had never 
seen. 

They were walking very rapidly, and as they passed 
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Young King Brady, who was staring, it must .be admitted, 
the Hindoo turned and looked at him. 

Involuntarily Harry turned his head away with a shud- 
der. 

It was 'just as though he had looked into the eyes of a 
serpent. 

For a moment he almost lost himself, and when Old 
King Brady spoke to him it seemed as if his voice came 
from a long way off. 

"What's the matter with you?" demanded the old detec- 
tive. 

Harry came back to earth with the question. 

"Blest if I know," he replied. "Where's Charlie Ching?" 

"He's gone. Are you sick ?" 

"Oh, no!" 

"What are you staring like that for, then'?" 
Harry told: his ; experience. 

"Look out!" said Old King Brady. "Those Hindoos are 
queer fellows. You stared at ham and he stared at you, 
and the stare of a Hindoo spells trouble sometimes. Come 
on." 

"Where are you going now?" 

"To police headqarters. I want to get an order to have 
that woman's body held." 
"Where has Charlie gone?" 

"Oh, I didn't ask him. He has promised to look into 
this Prince Hi-Ti-Li business for me, and I guess he will 
do it. Charlie is all right, and what he don't know about 
Chinatown isn't worth knowing.- We have a very peculiar 
case to deal with, Harry, and we need all the help we can 
get." 

"What do you think about it? What's your idea?" 

"Whj r , of course it is too early in the game to form a 
theory, but it looks to me probable that this fire was a 
put-up job to cover the disappearance of Prince Hi-Ti-Li 
and his wife." 

"Can it be that they got wind of our coming?" 

"I don't believe it had anything whatever to do with 
it. According to Charlie, the prince is a dangerous man 
and a most clever fakir. My idea is that he is putting 
up a job on somebody. For all we can tell he may have 
gone back to New York." 

The Bradys were on the move now, and in a few min- 
utes they turned up at the City Hall on Kearny street, 
and there made their way to the office of the chief of 
police. 

Fortunately they found that official in, and he received 
them with his usual cordiality. 

"You should have let me arrest that man, Mi. Brady," 
he. said. "I could have got him then; now it is too late." 

"I am told that he was burned to death in the fire," 
replied Old King Brady. 

"If you will h«lisY© it," answered the chief; "There 
weift three Chinamen burned. One of my men investi- 
gated. Neither was the prince. I took particular pains to 
ascertain that fact I supposed; you would be wanting to 
know." 
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"This is positive?" 

"It is. His white wife lost her life, though. She was 
found suffocated in her bed." 
"Did yon ever see her?** 

"Yes. I have been in Hi-Ti-Tji's plaoe. She was on 
exhibition most every night. A beautiful girl, -wherever 
he picked her up. She used to move around among the 
gamblers. Some women frequented the place. There 
was a bridge game on there every night. As a rule Mrs. 
Prince looked after it." 

"Is this the woman?" 

Old King Brady produced the -photograph. 

"That's the article!" cried the chief. "Who-was she, do 
you know?" 

"Yes. Daughter of Van Gordon, of New Yotk." 

"The millionaire?" 

"Yes." 

"The deuce! How came her family to permit her to 
marry this Chink?" 

"She ran away with him. The mother has east her off. 
The father wants to get her back. That's our case." 

"Then it is finished before it was fairly begun, seeing 
that the -woman is dead/' 

"We don't feel so sure that she is dead. We have visited 
the Chinese undertaker who has charge of the remains. 
The dead woman we saw is not the original of this pic- 
ture—that is certain." 

"What!" cried the chief. "Some monkey business? 
I'll get one of my Chinese detectives and we will go right 
around there. We'll soon get to the bottom of this." 

Old King Brady raised no objection. 

It seemed to be the quickest way to settle the matter. 

A shrewd-looking Chinaman was called in, and the chief 
explained the case to him. 

"We want to go there now, Ah Jack!" said the chief; 
"We must know what this means." 

"He tellee me allee light, boss," declared Ah Jack. 
"Comee on!" 

The four then hurried to the undertaker's. 

Ah Jack banged on the door in an authoritative way. 

It was instantly opened by the undertaker himself. 

He bent almost double when the Chinese detective in- 
troduced the chief of police. 

They were taken into the shop, and once more the 
remains of the dead woman were exhibited. 

"That's not Madam Hi-Ti-Li!" the chief instantly ex- 
claimed. 

Ah Jack took one look and went for the undertaker in 
Chinese. 

<f Let them talk," whispered the chief. "Ah Jack will 
worm the secret out of him if anybody can." 

"He says he got orders to bury dlis woman flom de 
Plince his ownself," announced Ah Jack, alter a min- 
ute. 

"So!" cried the chief. "He admits then that the prince 
is alive." 
"Yair." 



"When did he see him?" ' 
"Last night. He comee here disguised." 
"Sof Where is he now?" 

"He say he no know. I know.dlat woman allee light, 
dough." 
"Who is she?" 

"Oh, she hang around Chinatown. She mallied twice 
times to Chinaman. She nobody at all." 

Old King Brady took the chief aside. 

"There is evidently some plot here," he said. "What 
we want now is to get on the trail of this fakir. Tell Ah 
Jack ip make the fellow :tell where the prince is if he 
can. I'll give a hundred dollars if the information is 
correct." 

"No, you won't," retorted the chief. "Ah Jack gets 
his pay, and he has got to do his work. As for this under- . 
taker, I'll lock him up .and put him out of business into 
the bargain if he holds anything back." 

.But in spile of , all their efforts they could get nothing 
further out of the undertaker than what he had already 
told. 

Ah Jack declared that he was telling the truth. 

And this .ended the Bradys' efforts for that day. 

.The chief parted from them with the promise that every 
detective in Chinatown should be instructed to .look into 
the matter. 

So the Bradys returned to the Lick House, and .shortly 
afterwards retired. 

That night Harry dreamed *of the Hindoo and the 
young man with the yelLow hah: who kept his eyes up in 
the air. 

Many times he awoke, but as soon as he dropped off 
asleep it was only to dream of them again. 

Having thus had a wakeful night, Harry naturally over- 
slept himself next morning. 

When he awoke he found a note from Old King Brady 
lying on his clothes, which he had thrown carelessly over 
a chair. 

The note simply informed him that the old detective 
had gone out on business, and probably might not be back 
before dinner time; it wound up by requesting Harry to 
meet him then. 

So Young King Brady breakfasted alone. 

Picking up the Morning Call while he waited for his 
chop, Harry carelessly scanned its columns. 

.One was devoted to an account of the arrival in San 
Erancisco of a young English nobleman, the Viscount 
Dalkowise. 

The account spoke of the young man as being possessed 
of enormous wealth. It went on to say that the viscount's 
father, the Earl of Penrose, being imbecile, the young man 
was practically in full possession of the estates, and was 
now globe-trotting. He had just finished doing India, and 
was about to take in the United States. 

Accompanying the account was the viscount's picture. 

It was about as bad a production as newspaper portraits 
usually are. 
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"Seems to me I have seen that face," thought Harry, as 
he studied the picture. 

Then all at once it came to him. 

"Why, it is! It surely is!" he muttered. 

Again he was thinking of the young man with the 
yellow hair. 

Finishing his reading, he noted that the viscount was 
staying at the Palace Hotel. 

After completing his breakfast he strolled down there. 

The proprietor of the cigar stand was an old acquaint- 
ance, and Harry asked him about the viscount. 

"Yes, he is stopping here," said the cigar man. "Why 
do you ask?" 

"I saw a fellow in the street last night who struck me 
as peculiar. The picture of the viscount in the Call seem- 
ed to tally." 

Harry went on to describe the young man with the yel- 
low hair. 

"That certainly sounds like the viscount," said the 
cigar man. "He might have been strolling through China- 
town. Was he alone?" 

"No; he was with a Hindoo." 

"There is no such person stopping with him. He is 
traveling alone with a Japanese valet. Something un- 
usual for an English lord." 

"The. man who was with him last night was unmistak- 
ably a Hindoo." 

"May be so," replied the cigar man, "but if you want 
to see the Viscount Dalkowise all you have to do is to 
look behind you, for there he is standing at the desk now. 
He came off the elevator just as you spoke." 

Harry swung around and faced the desk. 

It was as he had suspected. 

There, talking to the clerk, stood the young man with 
the yellow hair. 



CHAPTEE IV. 

OLD KINO BRADY LOCATES THE PRINCESS HI-TI-LI. 

Hunting for a Chinaman in Chinatown, San Francisco, 
is worse than the oft-cited simile of looking for a needle 
in a haystack. 

Dress a Chinaman in their native clothes and it is cer- 
tainly not easy to tell them apart. 

Thus, if Prince Hi-Ti-Li chose to retire from the gam- 
bling-house business and pose as a dead man it was all 
very easy so far as the police and the detectives were con- 
cerned. 

He had only to dress like an ordinary Chinaman, change 
his name, and take a room in some other part of China- 
town, and the trick was turned. 

Old King Brady, as well as Harry, passed a wakeful 
night, but the old detective was not dreaming. He was 
trying to think out some plan of action which would be 



likely to start him on the trail of this shrewd fakir of 
Frisco. 

Old King Brady was starting out on the theory that 
Prince Hi-Ti-Li would never have gone to the trouble of 
concocting a plot which involved the burning -of his place 
of business, the palming off of a dead woman as his wife, 
and the starting of a rumor of his own death unless he 
had some powerful reason for so doing. 

It was to attempt to discover this reason that the old 
detective regarded as his best p6int of beginning, and he 
started out to do this while Harry slept, feeling that there 
was little to be hoped for either from the chief of police or 
from Charlie Ching. 

"The matter is too deep for them both," Old King 
Brady said to himself. "I've got to make a beginning on 
my own account." ■ 

And so the first thing Old King Brady did was to go to 
the tax office." 

Anyone may be excused for exclaiming : "And what in 
the world took the good man there?" 

What Old King Brady did will explain., 

Picking out a young clerk behind the railing, the old 
detective approached him in a confidential manner, dis- 
played his shield, and said : 

"Look here, young man, I am a detective. It is worth a 
five-spot to me to be informed who owns No. — Dupont 
street, and I want the information right away. Can you 
help me out?" 

The young man thought he could, and he did. 

Within a very few minutes Old King Brady had a slip 
of paper handed to him, which bore the name and ad- 
dress: 

"Mrs. Estelle Fairchild, No. — California street." 

Old King Brady paid his five, and withdrew. 

He had acquired the information at the one place where 
the fact of his having acquired it was practically certain 
not to leak out. 

Old King Brady recognized the name as soon as he saw 

it. 

Mrs. Fairchild he knew to be the widow of a man who 
had suddenly grown rich in mining a few years back. 

This went for but little, however. 

Old King Brady had made up his mind to interview the 
owner of the burned building about Prince Hi-Ti-Li. 

He now was ready to do this as soon as he had posted 
himself a little as to what sort of a person Mrs. Fairchild 
was. 

And again the old detective went about it in a queer 
way. 

( Instead of going up on Nob Hill, as the part of Cali- 
fornia street where Mrs. Fairchild resided was called, Old 
King Brady went to the biggest intelligence office in San 
Francisco, Mrs. Wheeler's, on Montgomery street. 

If you want to find out about the true character of a 
rich woman ask her servants — there is no better way. 

As it happened, Old King Brady had been brought in 
contact with Mrs. Wheeler before. 
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He had, therefore, only to send in his card to be ad- 
mitted to that lady's private sanctum. 

He found, as he knew he should find, a stout, matronly 
woman, rather overdressed, who greeted him as though he 
was an old friend. 

"Well, well, Mr. Brady, it is ages since I have seen you," 
exclaimed Mrs. Wheeler as the old detective entered the 
room. "Where have you kept yourself these last three 
years ?" 

"Here,, there, and everywhere," was the reply. "You 
know my ways, Mrs. Wheeler. I don't have to tell you." 

"Of course I do," laughed the woman. "I know them 
so well that I am perfectly aware that it is no love of me 
which has brought you here to-day. What are you after? 
Want me to give you a detective to place in some million- 
aire's family to spy out the land?" 

"Perhaps. It wouldn't be the first time we had worked 
together that way." 

"And that's so, too. Come, tell me all about it, and 
perhaps I can post you." 

"It is a very simple ease. I want information concern- 
ing Mrs. Fairchild." 

"You mean Jim Fairchild's widow up on California 
street?" 

"The same." 

"What has she been doing?" 

"Nothing that I know of. I'm merely looking for a 
clew." 

"Well, I won't try to pry into your secrets. I think I 
can tell you all about the lady. She always gets her ser- 
vants through me. You want her whole history?" 

"I do." 

"Well, then, her maiden name was Bosy Burns; she was 
the daughter of a washerwoman up at New Westminster, 
British Columbia. Later she graduated from the washtub 
to the dignity of bar-maid in a saloon at Victoria — they 
have such creatures up there, you know." 

"I know. Mrs. Fairchild can hardly be called an aristo- 
crat, it would seem." 

"Hardly. But everybody don't know this, remember. 
Later she married Jim Fairchild, and lived in the Stickem 
diggings with him. After several years' hard pegging her 
husband struck it rich, and my lady landed on Nob Hill, 
where she is now. v There you have her history in a nut- 
shell." 

"Exactly. How much, is she worth?" 
"Not over a couple of millions." 
"Does she put on style?" 

"Tries to. It's hard work, though, on account of her 
failings." 
"She has them?" 
"Surely. Who has not?" 
"What do they run to?" 
"She dopes." 
"Ah!'* 

"She is an inveterate bridge player." 
"So?" 



"And the worst is she won't confine herself to her 
own house when she indulges in these things, but will 
persist in going slumming in disguise. She runs to China- 
town, Brady, and there you are. Her case is hopeless- It 
is all I can do to keep a servant in her house, she abuses 
them so." 

Here was very important information. 

Old King Brady felt that he was on the right track. 

"What you tell me is very interesting," he said. "Now, 
what I want to get at is this : Mrs. Fairchild owns a build- 
ing on Dupont street which was occupied in part as a Chi- 
nese gambling house, arid I have no doubt an opium joint 
was run there, too. Did she go there at times? This is 
the all-important question. If you can answer it I shall 
be everlastingly obliged." 

"Well, I think I can. You are a lucky man, Brady." 

"How so?" 

"Because at this present moment there happens to be 
a woman outside waiting for me to place her who two years 
ago was lady's maid for Mrs. Fairchild. She, if anyone, 
.ought to know." 

"It is rather far back." 

"Yes, but she may know her present maid, and I am 
inclined to think she does. Shall I bring her in and let 
you interview her?" 

"I had rather you would do it. Here's ten dollars. I 
suppose she will tell all she knows for that." 

"Yes, and for half of it, or for nothing at all, for that 
matter. She wouldn't dare to refuse me. Excuse me a 
few minutes, Brady. I think I can find out what you want 
to know." 

Mrs. Wheeler then bustled out of the room. 

She was gone only a few moments and when she re- 
turned her face wore a look of triumph. 

"You are right," she said. "She did not go to that 
place in Annie's time, but the girl has it straight from 
her successor that she has been shadowed there of late. 
Trust a bunch of servants to find out what the mistress is 
about, especially when there are no children, as in this 
case." 

"And you believe all this?" asked Old King Brady. 

"Implicitly," replied Mrs. Wheeler. "Annie would not 
dare to lie to me. I have been placing her for the last 
five years. She told me something else which she got from 
Mrs. Fairchild's present maid, too." 

"And what is that?" 

"Mrs. Fairchild has a niece living with her now; a very 
beautiful woman. She arrived day before yesterday. The 
talk is that they are expecting to leave town in a day or 
two." 

"And that is all?" 

"That's all, Brady. Don't you think it is a good deal 
to find out in a few minutes' time?" 

"It's all right, and so are you. If I wanted to get at 
this present maid of Mrs. Fairchild can you fix it?" 

"I can. Her name is Fanny Foncelle. She poseB as 
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French, but she is really a Canadian. I placed her. 
She'll talk if J say tie woi<tL." 

"I ma*y ask ydit to have her meet me here 05 to fix it so 
that my partner' can call at Mrs. PaaeMld's- and see' her 
there," 

"Oh, you shrewd old man!" laughed Mrs. Wheeler. 
"You know enough to send a good-looking young fellow 
like your partner on stuch aa mm& instead, of going your- 
self, I 

"I know" my business, and so' db yott/' was Old King 
Brady's reply, as he left the inteBigenee office. 

A great point had been gained'. 

Unquestionably Mrs. Fairehild must have town Prince 
Hi-Ti-Li if she Wa* in the habit of frequenting the- place. 

Old King Brady walked the streets for an hour, ponder- 
ing. 

Just what to do next he did not know. 

Naturally his wanderings took him up on Nob Hill, 
where he could get a look at Mrs. Fairehild's house. 

It was a big, white frame building, built after the San 
Francisco style. 

There was a garden attached, enclosed by a fence, and 
there were stables in the rear. 

"I've a good mind to disguise and try to pump the 
coachman or hostler," the detective thought. 

But somehow the idea did not appeal to him. 

It was a windy day, and there was a good deal of sand 
blowing about, as is very often the case in San Francisco 
in the summer time. 

A piece blew in Old King Brady's eye just then, and he 
stopped to get it out. 

He had just succeeded in this when a big express wagon 
stopped in front of Mrs. Fairchild's house. 

"Hello! What is going on now?" thought Old King 
Brady. 

He went on to the end of the block, and posting himself 
on the corner of California and Taylor street, stood ob- 
serving. 

A dozen or more big trunks were brought out of the 
Fairehild mansion, and loaded upon the express wagon, 
which then drove away. 

"I fancy madam is on the move," thought the detective. 
"I am too late to accomplish much here, I guess." 

He was provoked at himself for not taking a nearer 
station and so ascertaining the destination of the trunks. 

It was too late for this now. 

Before Old King Brady could turn away he saw that 
he had other observations on his hands. 

The big gates of the Fairehild place were thrown open, 
and a handsome carriage drawn by a team of splendid 
black horses came slowly out and drew up before the door. 

Old King Brady walked up on the other side of the 
way. 

He had a long wait on his hands, however. 
The moments passed, and nobody appeared. 
"Confound these women, they are never ready on time!" 



thought the old detective. "I can't stand here without 
attracting attention. What shsU 1 do?*' 

The question was settled fof idm in & very simple and 
highly satisfactory manner a minute later. 

Up to the door of a house some little distance down the 
block a cab came rattling ever the baarda which in most of 
the residential streets of San Francisco taka the' place of 
paving block*. 

A young man alighting, the cab came on toward the old 
detective. 

At the same instant the door of the fairehild mansion 
was thrown open, and a pompous butler in tawdry livery 
came out,, carrying bags and, parcels. 

Behind him followed a woman of peculiar appearance, 
who wall be described later, and following her wa» a 
younger woman, richly dressed, whose beauty riretted Old 
King Btady's attention at once. 

But it was not the young woman's beauty alone. 

One glance was sufficient to show Old King Brady that 
at last he had struck the trail of his Frisco fakir. 

The face was identical with the face of the photograph. 

Old King Brady saw before him the "Princess" Hi-Ti- 
Li! 



CHAPTER V. 

HAEEY GETS NEXT TO THE VISCOUNT. 

Harry surveyed the Viscount Balkowise attentively. 

"Is that your man?" demanded the cigar dealer. 

"That's the duck," replied Harry. "Well, now that I 
have seen him that's all I care about. Peculiar, looking 
fellow, isn't he?" 

"He has got the body of a giant and the head of an 
idiot," was the reply. 

Harry walked away then, and going to the desk, pre- 
tended to consult the directory. 

Thus he was not only able to get a good look at the 
viscount's face, but to overhear what he was saying. 

The young Englishman no longer carried his head in the 
air, but held it like ordinary mortals. 

The face was not unhandsome, but it was pitiably weak. 

The nose and mouth weTe absurdly small, and there was 
almost no forehead. 

The eyes were the principal feature. 

These were faded blue in color, and large out of all pro- 
portion to the rest of the face. 

Something seemed to be the matter with the tear ducts, 
for the eyes were suffused just as Harry had seen them 
the night before. 

In his hand the viscount carried a white silk handker- 
chief, and he wiped his eyes three times while Harry stood 
there. 

"Yas," he was saying, "me Japanese valet has left me, 
doncherknow. Really, I am quite lost to know what to do, 
being a stranger in town." 
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The clerk named an intelligence office where lie would 
be likely to hear of a valet 

"But I don't want another Jap, 39 said the Tiseotmt. "I 
— I grew quite afraid of the fellow during the voyage over. 
I — I would have dismissed him, only I was afraid. I — I 
am glad he is gone." 

The clerk made some appropriate reply. 

But the viscount paid no attention, apparently. 

"I say!" he broke out suddenly, "would — would it be 
considered very odd if I engaged a Chinaman?" 

The clerk thought it would. 

"Would you admit him to the hotel?" demanded the 
viscount. 

The clerk thought this would be all right, provided the 
valet confined himself to his master's suite. 

This seemed to satisfy the viscount, and he withdrew. 

Harry had hung over the directory all the while, but he 
was now seized with the notion of shadowing the young 
man. 

"The Governor has left me no directions. I might as 
well do that as anything else," he thought. 

The viscount had gone out on Market street, mean- 
while, and Harry could see him standing at the door. 

In a few moments he started off, walking with a queer, 
shambling gait. 

"What on earth is the matter with the fellow? He must 
be .a half idiot," thought Harry, who was close at his 
heels. 

The' viscount turned down Kearney street, and walked 
on to Portsmouth Square, 

Here he seated himself near the fountain, and producing 
an English paper, tore off the wrapper and proceeded to 
read. 

"He must be waiting for somebody," thought Young 
King Brady. "Nothing else would bring him here, sure- 
ly." 

He took a seat at some little distance away, and waited 
himself. 

An hour was passed in this fashion. 

Again and again the viscount consulted his watch. 

He seemed to grow very uneasy. 

At last Harry's attention was attracted by a young 
Japanese who came along and who suddenly paused near 
the bench where he was sitting, and stood eyeing the 
Englishman. 

At this time the viscount was deep in his newspaper. 

He did not seem to see the Japanese. 

Suddenly the Jap started for him. 

He had almost reached the bench when the viscount 
sprang to his feet, his face white with fear. 

He had caught sight of the Jap. 

And evidently he had good cause to be afraid. 

As soon as he perceived that he was discovered the 
Jap gave a strange cry of "Banzai," and made a rush for 
the Englishman, catching him by the throat. 

Harry saw his chance, and sprang to the rescue. 



He fully expected to see the Jap try some jiu-jitsu trick 
and throw the viscount. 

Evidently the Jap was not up in that sort of business, 
far he. wnfined himself to plait) choking. 

The viscount yelled murder. 

A policeman came running, but not until Harry had 
felled the Jap with one stunning blow. 

The viscount, almost black in the face, fell half -fainting 
into his arms. 

But he instantly recovered himself. 

"I — I — I don't want to make any complaint!" he stam- 
mered. "Get rid of the officer if you can." 

The Jap staggered to his feet just in time to be cap- 
tured, j 
. Young King Brady flashed his shield. 

"This is a private matter, officer," he said. "If you will 
just fan that fellow and send him about his business it 
will be all right. There will be do complaint." 

"All right," said the policeman. 

He ordered the Jap to leave the park, and the fellow 
hurried away. 

"We must get out of this, too," Harry whispered to 
the viscount. 

"Y — yes. I — I see. Will you walk with me a few 
squares ? I — I feel a little shaky." 
"Certainly." 

"M — may I take your arm?" 
"If you will." 

They walked on in silence for a few minutes. 
The young Englishman was breathing hard. 
His excitement was intense. 

They left the Square and turned up the hill into China- 
town. This quarter has since all been burned down. 

"You have saved^my life," said the viscount. "Will 
you allow me to reward you? It would give me great 
pleasure." 

"Certainly not," replied Harry. "I am not that sort." 

"Oh, I say! I didn't mean to insult you, doncherknow. 
But you have done me a big service. You have saved my 
life." 

"What I did was nothing." 

"But you are a detective. I— I saw your badge." 

"It is nothing, I tell you. I don't belong in this town." 

"But you have done me a big service. Not for the 
world would I have gone before the court against that 
fellow." 

"Why did he try to strangle you?" 
"He was me valet. I dismissed him, doncherknow. It 
was a matter of revenge." 
"I see." 

"May I ask your name?" 
"Certainly. My name is Harry Brady." 
"Oh, indeed! I am the Viscount Dalkowise, son of the 
Earl of Penrose." 
"Is that so?" 

"Yas. I have so many names that upon me soul I some- 
times forget them meself. You can call me Arthur. I 
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hate the Dalkowise, and I don't get the Penrose till me 
father dies." 

"I see. Where are we going?" 

"Oh, I say, 1 suppose I ought not to tell. I was wait' 
ing in the Square for a Chinaman who was recommended 
to me as a valet, but he didn't come, so I think I'll go to 
the man who recommended him. Will you come along?" 

"I don't mind. I've nothing to do." 

"Do you know, Harry, I wish you wasn't a detective," 
said the viscount, after a few minutes, with a burst of 
familiarity. 

"And why?" 

"Well, that is to say, I'm glad you are a detective, hut 
I wish you would be my valet just for a few days." 
"For what reason?" 

"Because I am afraid I shall get into trouble in this 
town. I — I need a companion more than a valet. Really, 
that's what I want. Some nice young fellow to be with 
me all this time. I — I would pay you well. I — I would- 
n't want your services at all, doncherknow." 

"I don't understand you, my lord." 

"Oh, say ! Come now, don't go to calling me me lord. 
I get enough of that at home, doncherknow. I — I — but 
never mind. We will talk about that later. You will 
stick to me this morning, anyhow?" 

"Yes, I promise you that; but I shall have to leave you 
for a short time at noon. I have an engagement then." 

"That's too bad. I wanted you to stay with me all day. 
I'm stopping at the Palace Hotel. Perhaps you will come 
and dine with me this evening. Say you will." 

To humor the fellow Young King Brady promised. 

"What on earth is he driving at?" Harry asked himself 
again and again. 

And well he might. 

Although the viscount appeared to be but a few degrees 
removed from an imbecile, there was still a persistency 
about his manner which clearly showed that he had some 
definite purpose in view. 

It was this which puzzled Young King Brady. 

He felt that he was wasting his time following up this 
adventure, and yet something which he could not under- 
stand seemed to impel him to go on with it. 

In the meantime they had been walking along Dupont 
street. 

Now the viscount turned up Jackson street. 

He continued on to Stockton, talking all the while in 
a vague fashion about the good times Harry would have 
if he stuck to him. 

At the corner of Stockton street he suddenly halted, 
and pulling out a fat roll of bills, exclaimed: 

"Oh, I say! Wouldn't you like some money? Not as 
a reward, but just as from one friend to another, don- 
cherknow ? I'd just as soon give you forty or fifty pounds 
as not." 

"For heaven sake put up your money!" said Harry. 
"Don't you know it is as much as your life is worth to 
show that roll here?" 
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"Oh, all right, just as you say," replied the viscount, 
with an inane chuckle. "We will wait till we get to the 
room and talk about it there." 

"What room are you talking about? Where is it we are 
going?" 

"Oh, it is close here. A Hindoo gentleman — a friend 
of mine. I'm just from India, doncherknow. One meets 
queer people in the East. You will like Swami when you 
see him. I'm sure you will." 

"Hello! We take in the Hindoo," thought Harry. 
"This grows more interesting every minute. I am curious 
to see where it will all end." 

Their walk ended at a small frame house on the lower 
side of Stockton street, between Jackson and Pacific. 

Here the viscount pulled the bell, and in a minute the 
door was opened by a little, dried-up old woman whose 
face was as black as a negro's. 

She wore a queer turban on her head, and her features 
were unmistakably those of a Hindoo. 

At the sight of the viscount she made a low bow, and 
stood aside for them to enter. 

The viscount did not speak, but pushed past her, and 
opening the door of the rear room went in. 

Harry, who closely followed him, had all he could do to 
keep back an exclamation of surprise. 

The room was furnished with Oriental magnificence. 

A costly Persian rug covered the floor, the walls were 
hung with heavy tapestry richly embroidered with gold, 
picturing a jungle scene where a tiger hunt was in prog- 
ress. 

The picture was continuous and passed all around the 
room, comprising one scene as a whole, containing many 
figures of men and beasts. 

In the corners were low divans, upon which silken 
cushions of gay colors were piled. 

There was no furniture, properly speaking, but each 
divan had its low Turkish table, which seemed to indicate 
that the place might be an opium joint. 

This idea was dispelled, however, by the wonderful dis- 
play of pipes which filled a niche alongside the chimney. 

These were not opium pipes. 

Some had stems a yard long, and hung upon a rack. 

Others were smaller, and lay upon shelves. 

The bowls were all made of some dark wood. Some 
were trimmed with silver, others with gold, others again 
being elaborately carved, while the bowls themselves were 
of all sorts of fantastic patterns. 

Taken altogether, it was the most marvelous collection 
of pipes which Harry had ever laid eyes upon. 

Meanwhile the old woman stood at the door grinning. 

"You are too early for the master," she said in perfect 
English. "Will you wait?" 

"He has not risen yet ?" demanded the viscount. 

"He has gone out," replied the woman, "but he will 
soon return." 

"We will wait," said the viscount. "You may leave us 
now." 
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"But the strange gentleman? The master does not like 
strangers here." 

The viscount turned upon her fiercely. 

"You tell your master that this gentleman js my 
friend!" he cried. 

The woman retreated, closing the door. 

This cut off the daylight, leaving the room illuminated 
only by an elaborate hanging lamp, all studded with false 
gems of every color of the rainbow. , 

"What a strange place," exclaimed Harry. "Why do 
you eome-here?" 

"Oh, I have business with the Hindoo who occupies 
these rooms," was the careless reply. "We may have to 
wait some time. Will you join me in a smoke?" 

"Now, then, we get down to business," thought Young 
King Brady. "I knew it would end in something of this 
sort." 



CHAPTER VI. 

SHADOWED TO MONTEREY. 

The elder woman of the pair who came out of the Fair- 
child mansion Old King Brady rightly took to be Mrs. 
Fairchild herself. 

She was a tall, spare woman of more than fifty years. 

Her features were large and coarse, her brown hair was 
probably false; her face was the whitest Old King Brady 
had ever seen. Tt looked for all the world like the face 
of a corpse. 

Such a person could not help being in marked contrast 
to the decidedly beautiful young woman who accompanied 
her. 

"That old hag dopes iD some way." was Old King 
Brady's instant conclusion, "and it don't look to me like 
a case of opium dope, either." 

But there was no time to study the case now. 

To ascertain where the pair was bound was the main 
point. 

Old King Brady, who had spotted the cab, made a sign 
to the driver, who drew up at the curb. 
"Engaged?" demanded the old detective. 
"No, sir." 

"I engage you then — see?" 

Old King Brady displayed his shield. 

"A detective," said the driver. 

"Yes. You see that carriage across the way?" 

"Sure." 

"I want to follow those people to their destination. You 
have done such work before?" 

"Sure! I can fix you off, sir. Jump in." 

"One minute. Do you know whose carriage it is?" 
. "That is Mrs. Fairchild's, sir." , 

"And the old woman is madam herself?" 

"Yes." 



"All right. Keep a sharp eye out." 

Old King Brady got into the cab. 

The butler in the meanwhile was packing away the 
various articles which he had brought out of the house in 
the carriage. 

This completed, the driver touched up his horses, and 
they moved on down California street, with Old King 
Brady in his cab trailing behind. 

"I've got to shadow these people through to their final 
destination," thought Old King Brady. "I wish now I 
had brought Harry along. I shall not be able to keep my 
appointment with him at noon, thaj, is sure." 

The old detective was not pleased with the prospect. 

Mrs. Fairchild and her companion might be starting for 
Europe for all he could tell. 

The first stage of his journey ended at the Southern 
Pacific railway station. 

Here the ladies left the carriage, and were met by a 
young man who looked as if he might be a footman. 

He took charge of the parcels, and escorted the ladies 
to a parlor car on an outgoing train. 

To learn their destination was easy. 

The ticket puncher at the gate when he saw Old King 
Brady's shield informed him that the ladies and their 
escort held tickets for Monterey. 

Finding that he still had ten minutes before train time, 
Old King Brady jumped in and made the most of it. 

When at last he found himself seated in the same par- 
lor car with the women he had been shadowing, he had 
ascertained through the baggage room that their trunks 
were checked for the Hotel del Monte, and had also sent 
Harry a telegram ordering him to come on to Monterey at 
once, unless he received orders to the contrary. 

The run to Monterey was made without adventure. 

The only thing the old detective observed during the 
journey was the fact that while Mrs. Fairchild talked 
constantly to her companion in a loud, coarse voice, the 
other scarcely troubled herself to listen, much less to 
reply. 

Seen at close range the younger woman was by no means 
as good-looking as Old King Brady had at first supposed. 

Hers seemed to be a beauty which had faded. 

There was the same deathly paleness about her face 
wherever its real color showed, but it was a face so artis- 
tically colored that this was not observable at first. 

That she was actually Mr. Van Gordon's daughter Old 
King Brady had not a doubt. 

He found several opportunities to compare her face 
with the photograph. 

The young woman looked slightly older, but otherwise 
her face was the same. 

Arrived at Monterey, the footman reappeared, and es- 
corted the ladies to a carriage which stood in waiting for 
them, and they were driven to the hotel. 

Old King Brady followed at his leisure in the regular 
hotel conveyance. 

There was no haste now. 
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Everything could be done with due deliberation. 
Old King Brady registered as "Dr. J. T. Brown, San 
Francisco." 

As the clerk was about to assign him a room he dis- 
played his shield, and named his business. 

"I want to see the manager," he said. "I may want 
a special room. You need not place me now." 

"The manager is engaged at present," was the Teply. 
"Won't our private detective do?" 

"No, he won't. I want to eee the manager." 

"You may have to wait some time." 

"I will wait, then; but don't make it any longer than 
necessary." 

After half an hour Old King Brady was summoned to 
the manager's private office. 

The old detective had not taken the trouble to disguise 
himself. 

So far as he can he always likes to stick to his quaint 
dress. 

And thus it happened that Mr. Norris, the manager, 
recognized him at a glance. 

"You are Old King Brady!" he exclaimed. "Why did- 
n't you send me your card." 

"There was no haste. So you know me, I see?" 

"By sight only. I was manager of the Grand Pacific 
Hotel in Chicago two years ago. I used often to see you 
there." 

"And I often go there. Now, Mr. Norris. I am engaged 
on a very important case. You have a Mrs. Fairchild 
■ stopping here, and registered with her is a Miss Llewel- 
len." 

. "Yes." 

"I am shadowing those women." 

"Is there anything wrong with them? Mrs. Fairchild 
is a very rich woman. She has frequently stopped at 
this house." 

"Nothing. which need affect you. I, however, am shad- 
owing them, as I said. I want to get a room as near their 
suite as possible." 

"I can give you one adjoining or one opposite, as you 
wish. T shall be very glad to assist." 

"Does the adjoining room communicate?" 

"No. All our suites are entirely separate." 

"Then I prefer the room opposite." 

"It is at your , service." 

"How is it that no ladies' maid accompanied these 
women?" 

"One follows in the next train, I believe. A room is 
reserved for her." 

"Good! And now, Mr. Norris, I am going to explain 
my case to you. It may be that you can help me." 

This frank and open course Old King Brady invariably 
adopts where it seems feasible. 

The result has been that it has made him many friends. 

Mr. Norris listened with close attention. 

"There is certainly something strange about Mrs. Fair- 
child," he said. "She is very eccentric, and I must say 



you have hit upon one of her eccentricities. She always 
comes here without a ladies' maid, and pretends that one 
is going to follow her, but the maid never puts in an ap- 
pearance. You mark my words. It will be so this time." 

"Is that so? And what do you make of it?" 

"Well, Mr. Brady, I'll tell you what we make of it. 
Of course, it is none of our business, and we hotel people 
never interfere with our guests unless they overstep the ' 
bounds of propriety, but in this case the motive is plain 
enough. She is in the habit of going out disguised as a 
servant. She wants no spies over her. We have seen her 
leave the hotel so disguised many a time." 

"This is very important. Has she ever been shad- 
owed?" 

"She has. She goes to the Chinese quarter. I guess she 
likes adventure. I guess that is all there is to the mystery 
when you come to boil it down." 

"She goes usually at night, I suppose ?" 

"Always at night. Sometimes she returns and some- 
times she don't. Chances are this young woman will go 
with her. I should judge by her face, painted though it 
is, that she is losing her beauty." 

"Very likely. Give me the room opposite to these 
ladies, and I will do the rest." 

"It is yours, Mr. Brady. It is dreadful, the way some 
of these society women go on. these days. If I can help 
to restore that young lady to her home before she becomes 
a hopeless drug fiend I shall be only too happy. You see, 
I am a married man, and have daughters of my own." 

"By the way, what about that footman who came with # 
them?''' asked the old detective. 

"Oh, he went hack to Frisco, as he always does," re- 
plied the manager. 

Just then a boy entered the room. 

"Well?" demanded the manager. 

"We just had a telegram from the Viscount Dalkowise, 
sir. Mr. Jones wanted me to tell you," replied the boy. 
"He is not coming until to-morrow. He wants you to be 
sure to hold the room." 

"Oh, all right." 

The boy departed. 

So did Old King Brady a minute later. 

Not then did the old detective imagine that the doings 
of the Viscount Dalkowise had any interest to him. 

He was destined to know to the contrary later on. 

And now Old King Brady took possession of a room op- 
posite to the suite occupied by Mrs. Fairchild and her 
friend. 

Here he watched through a partially opened door for 
several hours, having first ascertained that the ladies were 
still in their rooms. 

But there was nothing doing. 

Both Mrs. Fairchild and her friend appeared at the sup- 
per-table. 

Their toilettes were of the most elaborate description, 
and they attracted a great deal of attention. 
Again it was as it had been on the train. 
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Mfs. Fairchild did all the talking. 
The younger woman seemed' scarcely to listen'. 
Never once did the faintest suspicion of a smile cross 
her face. 

They retired- to their rooms immediately the meal was 
over. 

NoW once* raeife' Old- King Brady #eM ovt the w#teh. 

It was fearfully tedious business, but a kind in which 1 
Old King Brady has' had years 1 of experience. 

At last at a litfie before eleven o'clock the old defec- 
tive's patience wot rewarded. 

The door opposite softly opened-, and a> tall woiUan 
dressed like a servant Came gliding out. 

Her face was red, and her whole appearance common 
to a degree. 

She glided through the hall and started down the stairs. 
But quick as her move was, Old King Brady caught on; 
He instantly recognized Mrs. Fairchild in her disguise. 
Hurrying down by the elevatoT, Old King Brady made 
for the servants' entrance of the big hotel. 
He was just in time. 

One minute later Mrs. Fairchild came out. 
She gave one hasty glance, but failed to discover her 
shadower, who had concealed himself behind a tree. 
Then she started down the street on a rapid walk. 
Old King Brady stole after her. 

As Manager Norris had predicted, the woman made a 
bee-line for the cluster of old adobe houses down by the 
water front. 

These houses in early days had been occupied by the 
Spanish population of Monterey. 

Now, for the most part, they are given over to China- 
men. 

Old King Brady saw Mrs. Fairchild slip into a Chinese 
grocery and prqvision store. 

"There she goes!" thought the old detective. "I sup- 
pose it is opium she is after. But never in all my experi- 
ence did I see an opium fiend with a face such as that 
woman carries about with her. 

The old detective was right. 

As is well known, the faces of opium fiends always have 
a yellow tinge. 

Mrs. Fairchild's face, as we have mentioned' before, 
was as white as the face of a corpse. 



CHAPTER VII. 

HASHEESH DBEAMS. 

i 

" Oh, look here, Arthur," said Harry, turning upon the 
viscount. "I'm no opium smoker. I don't go in for that 
sort of thing at all." ' 

The viscount raised his yellow eye-brows with every 
appearance of genuine surprise; 

"Why, my dear boy, neither do I," he exclaimed. 
"Whatever put such a ridiculous idea into your head?" 



"What do you smoke, then?" 
"Why, tobacco, of course." 

"Oh, that is different. This place looks suspiciously like 
an opium joint, j'ugt the* same." 

"But it; isn't. The gentleman who occupies these apart- 
ments is aif educated Hindoo. His name is Swami Vivaya, 
I had a letter" of introduction" to him from a friend in 
India. He is a wonderfully intelligent man. You will be 
pleased to form hie acquaintance, I am sure - .'* 

"I think I saW fori on the street with him last flight. 
now 1 that you dome to speak-' df it; You were here' last 
night?" 

"Yes. Where were you?" 

"Oh, I was standing on Jackson street when you two 
passed. But it is no wonder you did not see me. You 
were looking straight up in the air." 

The viscount shot a searching look at Young King 
Brady. 

He appeared rather confused. 

"Oh, that is a way I have when I am thinking," he re- 
plied. "But never mind. If you won't smoke I will. 
These pipes are wonderful. Did you ever see such a col- 
lection. This long-stemmed Turkish fellow is my favor- 
ite." 

Thus saying, the viscount took down from the rack a 
pipe with a gold-mounted bowl, the stem of which was 
considerably more than a yard in length. 

"It's a beauty," said Harry, examining it. 

"There's the mate to it," added the viscount, pointing 
to the rack. "You had. better try a pipe full of Swami's 
tobacco. It is fine." 

"Let's see it," said Harry. 

The viscount took a gold inlaid tobacco box from a shelf 
and opened it. 

"Just smell that!" he said. 

The aroma of the tobacco was indeed delicious. 

It appeared to be some sort of a Turkish mixture, and 
looked particularly mild. 

Harry's fears were allayed. 

"There's no dope in this, that Is sure," he said. 

"No, indeed!" replied the viscount. "A fellow might 
smoke fifty pipes full and it would do no harm." 

He proceeded to fill up, and then, flinging himself on a 
divan, stretched out at full length, and resting his pipe 
on the floor asked Harry to light ii 

Young King Brady did so, and the Englishman began 
with a long pull. 

, The odor of the burning tobacco was singularly pleasing. 

Young King Brady put aside his suspicions and filled 
a pipe for himself. 

"Lie down here with me, Harry," said the viscount. 
"There's plenty of room. Don't go over there in the 
corner by yourself." 

The divan certainly was wide enough for two, so Young 
King Brady made no objection. 
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"How the deuce am I going to get a light?" he laugh- 
ingly asked. 

"Oh, I'll attend to that. Shove the pipe this way." 

The viscount struck a match, and lighted the pipe, after 
which Harry stretched himself on the divan at his side. 

"There; isn't that fine?" demanded the Englishman. 

"It is the most delicious tobacco I ever smoked," re- 
plied Harry. 

And it seemed so. 

There was a peculiar fascination about it, too. 

As they lay there pulling on the pipes the viscount 
began talking about his travels. 

To Harry's surprise he proved to be a very interesting 
talker, and some of his stories about life in -India were 
really fascinating. 

The pipes, smoked out, were refilled, and this was re- 
peated three times. 

And now at last Young King Brady began to feel him- 
self getting drowsy. 

He could hear the viscount still talking, but his voice 
sounded as if it came from far away. 

"Great Scott, there is dope in this stuff!" murmured 
Harry, and he let the pipe slip out of his hand and tried 
to rise. 

In an instant his companion's arm was thrown about his 
neck. 

"Lie still! Don't you move," said the viscount. "The 
best is to come." 

"What do you mean?" gasped Harry. "You said there 
was no dope in this stuff." 

Instead of replying in words the viscount began to 
sing. 

And such a voice! Never in his life had Harry listened 
to anything so heavenly. 

It seemed to him as if the singing had been going on 
for hours — it was a dreamy love song — when suddenly it 
ceased, and the voice whispered in his ear : 

"This is what I want. An intelligent companion to 
travel through Elysium at my side. Sleep, dear brother! 
Sleep, and awake in Wonderland! Sleep!" 

Whatever the stuff might have been that he had smoked, 
Young King Brady neither knew nor cared. 

For at that moment he felt his senses slipping away 
from him. 

Oblivion followed. 

How long the time was before he awakened Harry did 
not know. 

But with the awakening came a wondrous change. 

Young King Brady opened his eyes upon a new world. 

He was still lying on the divan, and his companion's 
arm was still on his neck. 

The viscount was slumbering peacefully; his yellow 
hair was tossed back, and his face wore a seraphic expres- 
sion. 

It seemed to Young King Brady as if he had never 
seen a face so beautiful. It was like the face of an angel. 



And yet he felt that he must tear himself away lest the 
fascination become too great. 

Disengaging the viscount's arm, Harry staggered to his 
feet. 

The instant he did so it seemed as if the whole scene 
changed. 

He felt as if he was floating in the air above a vast for- 
est. 

"This is India," a voice seemed to say in his ear. ' 

He saw darting among the trees hundred of tigers, 
chased by men on foot and men on horses. 

Onfi horse oamp dashing hy without, ft rider. 
• "Oh, if I could only join them!" Harry said to him- 
self. 

The wish was no sooner expressed than he dropped into 
the vacant saddle, and went dashing off after the tigers 
with the rest. 

He c.on](\ hear the shout of the men, the neighing of 
horses, the snarl of the wild beasts, and the crack of rifles. 

Then suddenly a vast ball of light seemed to descend 
from the heavens, and drop directly in his path. 

It exploded with a loud report, and in the same instant 
Young King Brady returned to his senses to find himself 
running around the room shouting like a madman. 

Filled with terror, Harry pulled up and tried to think. 

He knew now what he was up against, for all this had 
been most vividly described to him by Old King Brady, 
who had once been through a similar experience. 

"I have been smoking hasheesh!" thought Harry. 
"Great Scott! What shall I do? According to the Gov- 
ernor the effects of the infernal stuff holds for hours. 
These visions come again and again." 

For the moment he felt all right, and he was inclined te 
make an attempt to leave the place. t 

With this idea in his mind he started to look for his 
hat. 

As he did so his eyes fell upon the viscount. 
He was sitting upon the divan, staring. 
"Harry, dear boy, don't go!" he cried. "Stay with me! 
You'll like it after you get used to it." 
It was too late! 

Again all Harry's strange sensations seemed to return 
with a rush. 

"Help me up!" cried the viscount. "Give me a' hand!" 
Harry caught him by the hand. 

As the viscount rose from the divan he seemed to grow 
taller and taller. 

It was as though his legs were unfolding in sections. 

Harry tried to let go his'hand, but it was impossible. 

And now to his horror he found himself growing tall, 
too. 

"Why, you're a hundred feet high, Arthur!" he shouted. 

"So are you!" came the answer, accompanied by a silly 
laugh. "Up! Up we go! I'm bound for the moon! Hold 
on, brother! Hold on tight! Oh, isn't this fun!" 

They continued to rise — we must speak as though these 
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strange sensations were real in order to make ourselves 
understood. 

There was nothing above them now but the sky. 

"On to the moon!" shouted the viscount. 

"On to the moon!" echoed Harry, and though he knew 
he was a fool for saying it, he could not have done differ- 
ently to save his life. 

Higher and higher they seemed to rise. 

At last Harry found himself with his head up in the 
air, and the viscount's head was turned the same way. 

Above him he could see the moon. 

Its size had enormously increased; it looked as big as a 
cartwheel. 

"On to the moon! On to the moon," they were both 
shouting. 

Bigger and bigger it seemed to grow, until it filled all 
space, and the sky was blotted out. 

Harry could see vast mountain chains, but they were 
upside down. 

Now he perceived a city of immense extent, every 
house standing on its head, as were the people, a strange 
dwarfish race which swarmed the streets. 

And still they seemed to rise when all at once Harry- 
looked down at his companion's legs. 

They were miles and miles high. 

He looked at his own. 

They were the same. 

"Oh, look at your legs, Arthur!" he shouted, and then 
broke out into a fit of uncontrolable laughter. 

The viscount Joined in the laugh. 

They looked up again. 

The mountains and the city had vanished. 

It was night, and myriads of stars were shining above 
them. 

"Come down! Come down!" a voice shouted below 
them. 

Harry looked down, and saw far beneath him a black 
man with white glittering teeth. 

It was the Hindoo. 

He recognized him instantly. 

"Come down! Come down!" the voice repeated. 

Then all in an instant Harry felt his legs give way 
beneath him. 

He was standing on nothing, still clutching the vis- 
count's hand. 
They were falling through space. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

OLD KING BEADY OVERHEARS A PLOT. 

Little dreaming what a singular experience Harry was 
having, Old King Brady stood outside the Chinese grocery 
in Monterey, wondering how he should' next proceed. 

For an adobe the building was quite a large one. 



It was but one story high, as all these old adobes are, 
and was built around an interior court. 

Only one end of the front was occupied by the Chinese 
store. 

To what the remainder of the ancient structure was de- 
voted Old King Brady could only guess. 

Evidently this house had been the residence of some fine 
old Spanish family in the early days. 

The windows of the residential part were guarded by 
iron bars, and Old King Brady, if he had been of an 
imaginative turn of mind, which he is not, might have 
fancied that he could see the pretty donas of the olden 
time peering out at him. 

But the old detective is not the man to waste time in 
such nonsense. 

He walked around behind the house. 

There was an alley here. 

The wall facing it had no window; the rooms in this 
part of the house faced the court. 

"If a body could only get, on the roof," thought the 
old detective. "These houses usually have open skylights, 
and I have no doubt this one has. In that case I might be 
able to catch a glimpse of what is going on inside there." 

But the wall was fifteen feet high, and the case seemed 
hopeless. 

Old King Brady began to think of taking some local de- 
tective into his confidence. 

This plan, however, was promptly rejected. 

He strolled along down the alley, wondering what he 
ought to do. 

In a few moments he came to a cross street. 

Here the alley ended. 

The cross street led down to the water front. 

Old King Brady followed it, scarcely knowing where 
he was going. . He was looking for a ladder. 

But in a minute he came upon something which gave 
him hope. 

It was only a carpenter's shop standing back in a yard. 

It was enclosed by a fence, and over the top of this the 
ends of a couple of short ladders projected. 

"The very thing I want!" thought the old detective. 
"If I could only borrow one of those ladders now." 

Old King Brady is a man of many resources. 

He looked into the situation, and promptly discovered 
that the gate of the fence was secured by an ordinary 
padlock. 

Feeling in his pockets, Old King Brady produced one 
of those "universal tools," as they are called, a hollow 
handle containing tools of various sorts which can be 
screwed into it. 

The old detective inserted a screw-drivei into the han- 
dle, and promptly pried off the staple which held^the pad- 
lock in place. 

He opened the gate, stole in and was out again in a 
minute, carrying a short ladder. 

He had captured the very thing he wanted. 
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The detective glanced up and down the street, but 
could see nobody. 

Starting on a run then, he was back in the alley with 
his ladder in a jiffy. 

This he placed against the wall oi the old adobe and 
climbed upon the roof. 

This w£ts constructed of eafthern tiles, imbedded in 
asphalt. 

Lying fiat the old detective looked over the roofs which 
surrounded the interior cdurt. 

He found, as he supposed he would, that there were 
Beveral sinall skylights in these roofs. 

All were raised to admit air. 

"This is easy," thought the old detective. "I certainly 
ought to be able to catch on here." 

He did not attempt to stand upright lest he should 
• be seen from the street. 

So he wriggled his way over the tiles like a snake, and 
peered down into the room beneath the first skylight. 

This was merely a Chinese opium joint. 

It was fixed up in the usual style, with rough wooden 
bunks. 

Four Chinamen were in the bunks. 

Two were smoking, and two were sound asleep. 

Old King Brady passed on to the next skylight. 

Here he found himself looking into a room furnished 
in the Chinese style. 

An old Chinaman with very few clothes on sat at a table 
working his abaccus, or counting machine, and making 
entries in a tissue-paper book. 

"Probably this is a regular rabbit warren for Chinks," 
thought the old detective. "There axe all sorts of things 
going on here." 

He crept on to the next skylight, and looked down. 

This time it was a gambling room. 

Half a dozen Chinamen stood around a table playing 
fan-tan. 

They were too deeply interested in the game to look up. 

Indeed, if they had it is doubtful if they would have 
seen anything, for Old King Brady exercised every care. 

Still continuing his journey over the roofs, he came 
to the next skylight. 

And here he struck exactly what he was looking foi. 

Peering down, he saw a small room most elaborately fur- 
nished in the Chinese style. 

Its only occupant was Mrs. Fairchild. 

She lay stretched upon a heap of cushions, smoking a 
pipe with a big bowl and a stem over a yard long. 

"What on earth is she up to?" thought Old King 
Brady. "If I know anything about the dope smoking 
business it can't be done in that way." 

Old King Bradv, was puzzled. 

The smoke from Mrs. Fairchild's big pipe came curling 
up through the skylight. 
He got a whiff of it. 

"No opium in that," he said to himself. "It seems lake 
extra fine tobacco to me." 



The woman lay there with her eyes half closed, and 
seemed to be enjoying herself immensely. 

"Can it be hasheesh?" Old King Brady asked himself. 

He knew that the drug was sometimes reduced to a 
tincture and put upon tobacco. 

As he lay there thinking about it; he made up his mind 
that it probably was hasheesh. 

He knew that the face of the Confirmed hasheesh 
smoker assuiries a deadly whiteness 

He r'etriembere'd Mt& Fairchild*s face, and even now, 
by the light of the red-shaded gas jet he eonld see that 
same whiteness beneath the woman's paint. 

"That's what she is — a hasheesh fiend," thought' the 
old detective. "This is something rare among the Chi- 
nese, but there are a few of them who have lived in 
India who have learned to use the drug." 

He made up his mind to take it easy and await re- 
sults. 

For fifteen minutes he lay there and never moved. 

"It is probably her first pipe," he said to himself. "As 
I understand it. a confirmed hasheeh fiend has to smoke 
several before there is something doing. Unfortunate 
creature! How did she ever come to get such a habit as 
that? It would account for her white face, though, and 
for the girl's, too. Hasheesh fiends are said to be most 
vindictive people once they turn against a person." 

Just then Mrs. Fairchild put down the pipe, and touch- 
ed an electric call bell, which rang out sharply. 

In a few minutes the heavy curtains which hung against 
the walls were thrust aside, and a young Chinaman en- 
tered. 

Here was another white face. 

It was the whitest Old King Brady had ever seen on a 
Chinaman. 

"Madam wants another pipe?" he said, bowing politely. 

"Yes, Wang," replied the woman, in a harsh, disagree- 
able voice, "but not for a few minutes. Before the stuff 
gets into my head I want to talk." 

"Madam's pleasure is my pleasure," replied the China- 
man, in faultless English. 

"I . want to ask about Prince Hi-Ti-Li," was the an- 
swer. "When do you expect him here ?" 

"At last I am on the trail of my Frisco fakir," thought 
Old King Brady. "This is all right. Couldn't be better. I 
am going to find out something now." 

"I expect him to-morrow, madam," said Wang. 

"When did you hear from him?" 

"To-day." 

"Has he got next to the viscount?" 

"The telegram which I had said yes." 

"That is good. He promised to see me before I left, 
but he did not come. I expected to meet him here. Does 
he come as the viscount's valet?" 

"Yes, madam. He has so worked on the Japanese valet 
as to make him furidus against his master. All is going 
well." 

"I am very glad to hear it. You know, Wang, that all 
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depends upon you. The viscount is a confirmed hasheeh 
fiend. In fact, he is worse than I am. Through ffewami 
we learn that his one wish is to get a wife who also nses 
the drug." 

"Which you have arranged for him, madam." 

"Yes; or rather the prince has. He gives up his own 
wife, you know." 

"Oh, I know! It is more than I would do." 

"And more than most men would do, Wang. You are 
an intelligent man. I can talk .to you. You know how 
close the prince and I are. What I want is to get away 
from San Francisco; to get into English society, where 
my money will carry me through. For me to attempt it 
myself would be a hopeless case; but as the chaperon of a 
beautiful woman ahout to marry a viscount it can be done. 
Of course, you understand that the viscount will never 
marry her. That is understood. Once I get the crazy old 
earl into my clutches and have worked my way into society, 
I — But there, Wang! I am not going to tell -you all my 
plans." 

"Madam does not have to," replied the Chinaman re- 
spectfully. "I go with you as your servant. It is enough. 
I am satisfied with the money you have promised me. 
But let us talk no more now. Have your smoke, madam. 
You should get back to the hotel to-night." 

"I don't go back to-night, Wang." 

"I am sorry. Soon they will come to suspe'et you. 
Then there will be trouble. You know I promised Mr. 
Fairchild that I would keep a watch over you." 

"Bah!" cried the woman fiercely. "As though you 
could or I would let you! Jim thought a lot of you, Wang, 
but you mustn't step out of your place. That won't do. 
Now fill me another pipe." 

"But the girl, Mrs. Fairchild. Is it safe to leave her 
alone? You know what Prince Hi-Ti-Li's wife is. She 
also has had a taste of the hasheesh. Next thing you 
know she will be knocking at my door and making trouble 
for us all." 

"No, she won't. I fixed that. I gave her a dose which 
will keep her asleep till morning. Fill me another pipe, 
Wang, and let me have my dreams, but don't you let me 
out of here until just before five o'clock. Then have the 
bath ready, and- 1 will be on the move and slip in when 
the servants begin to stir." 

Wang nodded but made no reply. 

Taking a square ebony box from a shelf, he filled the 
long pipe with the tobacco which it contained, and pro- 
ceeded to light it. 

Then, as Mrs. Fairchild lay back upon the cushions and 
begaD inhaling the drugged mixture with every appear- 
ance of satisfaction, he. silently withdrew. 

And Old King Brady did the same. 

The cat was out of the bag now. 

The old detective had no desire to witness the antics 
of a hasheesh fiend. 

Crawling back over the roofs, he descended the ladder, 
and restored it to its place in the yard of the carpenter's 



shop, and walked back to the hotel, pondering as to how he 
should act. 

To forcibly attempt to separate the "Princess" Hi-Ti- 
Li from her companion he knew would be useless. 

"I must get a chance to talk to the poor girl privately 
and at a time when she is free from the drug," he said to 
himself. 

But how was this to be done?" 

Next day the young woman's Chinese husband was due, 
and there would also be an English lord to deal with. 

"I must have Harry here," Old King Brady deter- 
mined. 

It was after midnight when he reached the hotel, but 
in spite of that he decided to attempt to get Young King 
Brady on the telephone. 

After some difficulty he got into communication with 
the night clerk of the Lick House. 

"It is Old King Brady," he called. "J. want to speak 
with my partner. Have him wakened if he is asleep, and 
let him come to the phone." 

But the answer was decidedly disappointing. 

"I am sorry I can't oblige you, Mr. Brady," replied 
the clerk, "but your partner has not been in since morn- 
ing. His key is in the box now." 

Here was startling intelligence. 

"What on earth can have happened to the boy?" Old 
King Brady asked himself. 

But he did not worry about it, well knowing that Harry 
was fully able to take care of himself. 

Finding that he could do nothing further, Old King 
Brady went to bed. 



CHAPTEE IX. 

DEATH. 

The effects of hasheesh are not like opium. 
With the latter drug there is a continuous train of fan- 
tastic visions while the effects of the drug lasts. 
It is different with hasheesh. 

The visions and delusions are spasmodic, and are not 
accompanied by sleep. 

An old hasheesh user can go on about his business, and 
scarcely be detected if he don't take too much of the 
drug. 

But everything he sees around him is distorted in the 
most fantastic fashion. 

The beginner does not understand this. He believes in 
his visions. 

But the old hand, while secretly enjoying the excite- 
ment, knows that what he sees is not real. 

At first the visions are rather pleasant, but if an over- 
dose is taken or the excitement prolonged they become 
of the most horrible description. 
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Fearful deeds are often committed in India by the -vic- 
tims of "chang," as hasheesh is called by the Hindoos. 

Usually it is taken internally by those who are addicted 
to its use. 

The smoking of tobacco saturated with the tincture rare- 
ly leads to the fearful visions mentioned. 

But the habit is even worse than opium. Once acquired 
it is next to impossible to give it up, and insanity is al- 
most certain to be the final result. 

Young King Brady's vision ceased on the instant. 

He found himself sprawled on the floor, with the vis- 
count on top of him panting for breath. 

They were in the same room, and the Hindoo whom 
Harry had seen on Jackson street was bending over them. 

"You fool!" he cried. "Didn't I warn you? Your 
heart won't stand it. You must not smoke for several 
days!" 

He seized the viscount by the collar, and with an iron 
grip lifted him to his feet. 

"Don't scold me, Swami," whimpered the viscount. "I 
had to do it, you know." 

"I know that you are a fool, and will spoil all our plans. 
Remember what I promised you! Who is this young 
man:" 

"A friend of mine." 

"And you brought him here without my permission? 
That was not right, my lord. But here, take a pill, both 
of you. This thing must end right now." 

The Hindoo produced a little ivory box, and opening it 
passed it to the viscount, who took out one of the pills 
which it contained and swallowed it. 

"You have been smoking, too?" demanded the Hindoo, 
glaring at Harry. 

"Yes." 

"Take a pill! It will neutralize the drug." 
Harry obeyed. 

He scarcely knew what he was about 
Already the Hindoo had begun to grow tall before his 
eyes. 

He seemed to tower above him like some black demon. 

But almost as soon as he had swallowed the pill the 
man shrunk back to his natural size. 

"You two must go into the bath at once," declared the 
Hindoo. "We must break this right up. Strip !" 

Harry could not refuse to obey. 

He felt that this strange man was his absolute master, 
and that he must do just exactly as he was told. 

It seemed to be the same way with the viscount. 

He also immediately began to undress. 

Pulling aside the curtains, the Hindoo opened a door. 

Here there was a bath-room with shower, needle bath, 
and a tank filled with cold water set in the floor and 
lined with white porcelain tiles. 

"In with you both!" cried Swami. "Dive! Head-first 
now!" 

A cold bath is very efficient in counteracting the effects 
of hasheesh. 



Swami Vivaya knew his business, it would seem. 

Harry plunged into the water. 

It was wonderfully cool and refreshing. 

The viscount followed his example, and they swam 
about for a few minutes. 

Harry was rapidly returning to his normal condition. 

"Hi-Ti-Li!" he heard the Hindoo call. 

"Hello! The prince is here!" thought Harry. "This 
isn't so bad. Instead of wandering away from my business 
I am right up against it. I am mighty glad I came." 

He came out of the tank, and went into the needle 
bath. 

The viscount followed him. 

"It's a shame that he should interfere with us just as we 
were having such fun," he growled. 

Swami had vanished, and now in his place a young 
Chinaman entered. 

"Well, my lord, you try the pipe early in the day," he 
said with a grin. 

"Rub me down, Hi-Ti-Li," replied the viscount. "Give 
my friend a towel and he can rub himself." 

The Chinaman had several Turkish towels thrown over 
his arm. 

He gave one to Harry, and selecting one for himself, 
threw the rest on a chair, and began to dry .the viscount 
with all the skill of a practised Turkish hath employee. 

"I have got rid of the Jap, Hi," said the viscount. "I 
am going to engage you in his place." 

"Yes, I know," replied the Chinaman, who spoke per- 
fect English. 

"I waited for you in the Square, Hi, but you didn't 
come," continued the viscount, reproachfully. "Why was 
that?" 

. "Couldn't," replied the Chinaman. "Turn around, 
please." / 

The viscount turned and continued talking in the most 
familiar way to the Chinaman. 

"You will go with me to Monterey, Hi?" he asked. 

"Sure." 

"I am so anxious to meet this lady Swami has been 
telling me about. I think — ah!" 

He gave one wild cry, clapped his hand to his heart, and 
would have dropped to the floor if Prince Hi-Ti-Li had 
not caught him in his arms. 
• The Chinaman seemed seared to death. 

"Ring the bell!" he cried. "It is there in the corner 
of the other room. He is dying! The hasheesh has struck 
his heart!" 

Harry darted into the other room. 

There was an electric button against the mantel, and he 
pushed it. 

In a minute Swami burst into the bathroom. 
But it was too late. 

Harry and Hi-Ti-Li were holding the unfortunate Eng- 
lishman. 

"He's dead!" cried the Hindoo. "I warned him! The 
fool! Now all our plans are destroyed." 
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"Worse than that!" groaned the prince. "We will have 
to get out of this." 
"I will— that's sure." 
"Shall we call a doctor?" 

"No, no ! It's no use. I told you, Hi-Ti-Li, that I am 
a full-fledged physician. His heart was weak. I warned 
him last night. What on earth shall we do ?" 

They carried the viscount into the other room, and laid 
him on the divan where the fatal smoke had been in- 
dulged in. 

For fully fifteen minutes Swami continued to work over 
him. 

At last he gave it up. 

"He is dead, and that is all there is to it," he said. 
"Now what on earth shall we do?" 

Prince Hi-Ti-Li glanced at Harry, who in the meantime 
had dressed and stood quietly by. 

His head felt light, and as he watched the strange pair 
they occasionally seemed to expand, but there was no other 
effect from the drug remaining. 

"I'm up against some plot or other," thought Harry. "I 
suppose I had better get out of this. I wonder if they will 
let me go?" 

This thought had recurred to him several times. 

Now the Hindoo turned and said : 

"What is your name?" 

"Henry Johnson." 

"How did you come to fall in with this man?" 
Harry told about the incident in Portsmouth Square. 
Hi-Ti-Li at once grew excited. 

"I'll fix that Jap!" he cried. "How does he dare " 

"Shut up!" broke in Swami. 

"Johnson!" he added, "I suppose he told you who he 
was." • 
"Oh, yes.", 

"Have you ever smoked hasheesh before?" 

"Never! I didn't know what was in the tobacco or I 
would not have touched it." 

"I suppose you don't want to be mixed up in this busi- 
ness?" 

"Naturally I don't." 

"You would like to go?" 

"I should." 

"All right. Follow me." 

Swami pulled aside the hangings and opened a door. 
Instantly Harry perceived that it was not the door 
leading into the main hall. 
"Is this the way?" he asked. 

"This is the way to the rear of the house. I am going 
to let you out on the alley," was the reply. "Go on." 

Harry stepped into a narrow passage, and went down a 
winding stairs, with the Hindoo close behind him. 

He had his doubts, but there seemed to be no help for 

it. 

The only way was to humor the man. 
At the foot of the stairs there was a door, and the Hin- 
doo told Young King Brady to open it. 



Scarcely had Harry done so when he received a violent 
push on the back. ' ^ 

He lost his balance and fell on his face. 

Instantly the door was slammed behind him, and the 
key was turned. 



CHAPTEE X. 

HARRY JOINS FORCES WITH THE PRINCE. 

Young King Brady's troubles had but just begun, it 
seemed. 

His fall almost stunned him. 

He picked himself up in the darkness, with his head all 
swimming again. 

"Confound the luck! I'm in trouble now!" he thought. 
"That black wretch! Can he suspect?" 

There had been chance enough for Swami to inspect his 
clothes and discover his shield while he was in the bath. 

Harry feared the worst. 

He felt for his shield. 

It was* in the secret pocket, where he had placed it 
upon entering the hasheesh den. 

"Perhaps he did not find it," he said to himself. "All 
I can do is wait." 

He now flashed his little electric dark lantern about 
• He found that the place in which he was confined was 
merely a cellar. 

The walls were boarded up in San Francisco style, for 
there stone is hard to obtain. 

Where the little window should have been plates of iron 
had been screwed. 

It was not an easy place to escape from, as Harry after 
several trials proved. 

Half an hour passed, and then the door at the foot of 
the stairs opened, and Prince Hi-Ti-Li entered. 

In one hand he carried a small lamp, in the other a 
revolver. 

He closed the door behind him, and a key was heard to 
turn. 

Harry was sitting upon an old box at the time. 
He did not move nor try to draw his revolver, which he 
found intact. 

He was anxious to see where all this was going to end. 
"Well," said Hi-Ti-Li, with a grin, "you are here still, 
it seems?" ■ 

"You see me. Why don't vou let me go about my busi- 
ness." 

"It can't be done." 

"You speak pretty good English for a Chinaman." 
"Why not? I was born here. I was educated in an 
Eastern college. I never was in China in my life." 
"Is that so?" 

"It is. But that has nothing to do with the present 
case." 
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"Well?" 

"Look here, Johnson, that man upstairs and I have 
aatfriiig against yon." 

"I don't know why yon should have, I am sure." 

**We have not, but we are in trouble in more ways than 
me. We don't propose to let you send the police here. 
Thafs why we took time to think." 

"Why should I send the police. I am an old fakir my- 
self. My running up against that poor fellow was the 
merest accident. I am sure his death was not brought 
about by you." 

"Now is the time he will tell me that I am a detective 
if he knows it," thought Harry. 

But the Chinaman said nothing of the sort. 

"Of course, we had nothing to do with his death," he 
replied. "It is the greatest misfortune which could have 
feappened to us. It hits us in two ways." 

"I don't understand." 

"Of course you don't, and I am not going to try to 
autke yon until I am sure that we can come to an under- 
standing." 

"Well?" 

"I'm going to put a proposition to you, Johnson. I 
Tr&Kt to see how you take it. After that I will be able to 
decide what is to become of you." 

"Put it, then. Don't be bashful. I am good for any 
oid thing." 

"Suppose I was to let you in on a scheme which might 
aifike your fortune. Would you kick at a little risk?" 

"Not on your life. I'm out for the dust. I told you I 
was a bit of a fakir. Just try me— that's all." 

"I am going to. You may think that because I am a 
Chinaman I am necessarily a fool, but " 

"But I don't think anything of the sort. I have already 
tozwl you up for a mighty, shrewd fellow." ' 

"Well, I know a few things. Here it is in a nutshell. 
That Englishman was half an idiot. He learned to smoke 
hasheesh in India. He was far gone. His father, the 
Earl of Penrose, is an imbecile. The young man was in 
charge of a vast estate. His income was enormous. All 
thii Swami knows through friends of his in England. 
How would you like to step into his shoes ?" 

"How could I? Do I look like him ?" 

'"Certainly not. You couldn't go to England and openly 
take his place, of course. That would be impossible." 

"I should say so." 

"And it is not proposed to have you do it; but you could 
draw all kinds of drafts and get the money before you 
were discovered." 

"Ah! I follow you." 

"But that isn't all. There is at the present time stop- 
ping at the Hotel Del Monte at Monterey a woman who 
is worth a couple of millions. She has with her a beauti- 
ful girl who passes as her niece, but is not. She, the old 
woman, I mean, is expecting the viscount at the hotel to- 
day. She means to marry him off to the younger woman, 
«r at least interest him in her. She means to go to Eng- 



land with them, where she hopes to get into high society 
through the viscount's influence and social position. She 
is ignorant and vain, and she smokes hasheesh. She can 
be easily fooled. We could work a hundred thousand or 
so out of her as easy as turning over one's finger. Now, do 
you catch on?" 

"Did she ever see the viscount?" 

"Never. She is expecting me to bring him there. She 
will believe me when I tell her that you are the man." 

"What is her name?" 

"Names come later. Do you want to go in on this 
deal?" 

"You bet I do! If I could only trust you I'd jump at 
the chance." 

"We are equal on that score. How do I know that I 
can trust you?'' 
"That's so." 

"You don't know me, and I don't know you." 
"I know you in a way." 
"Ha! How?" 

"I heard you called Hi-Ti-Li. Didn't you run the Mon 
Lay Ong which burned on Dupont street the other night?" 
"You know that much, eh?" 
"I do." 

"Do you belong in this town?" 

"I don't. I come from New York. I just happened to 
be in your place — that is all." 
"Have you friends in Frisco?" 

"Not one. I'm good for this game, Hi, if you will take 
me on." 

"Well, we have either got to do that or give it up. We 
can't get that body out of here without attracting atten- 
tion. It is impossible. Now I'll be perfectly frank with 
you, Johnson." 

"I wish you would." 

"I'm going to be. Swami's business hasn't paid. He 
fitted up this place at a big expense, but the sports did- 
n't catch on. I had a hasheesh room, too, but it didn't 
pay. I got next to this old woman, who owned the build- 
ing. We heard the viscount was coming, and I persuaded 
her to go into this scheme. I fired the place with her 
consent, and gave it out that my wife and I were burned 
in it, but we were not. It is my wife who is now posing 
as hei niece. She was to be used as a bait to catch the 
viscount. Now do you catch on?" 

"You don't expect me to marry your wife?" 

"I'd like to see you try it? Oh, no! The old woman 
thinks that's the game, but it isn't.' I propose to work 
her for all she is worth, and draw on the Penrose estates 
for all they are worth. That's my plan." 

"And where do I come in?" 

"Half if you will join me and play your part well." , 
"Is your wife a Chinawoman?" 
"You bet she isn't. She is a beauty. Her father is one 
of the richest men in New York." 
"Well, I'm willing if you are." 
"I say let's try it Swami ii going to skip. I shall Bee 
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him paid for what he has done. He proposes to hide the 
body in this cellar, and then close the place up. He would 
have killed you and left youx body heie too only foi me.' 5 
"I'm sure I am very much obliged to you for saving 
my life." 

"You see now just how we are situated. This scheme 
may foot up half a million if you can get next to the old 
woman and borrow of hei." 

"You haven't told me her name yet." 

"I'll do that when we strike Monterey, by which time 
we ought to be better acquainted. Now, is it a go?" 

"It is as far as I am concerned." 

"Good! Shake! We are partners now. and you will 
find that when you get a Chink for a partner you get a 
square one. Now come upstairs." 

Harry shook hands heartily, and followed the prince out 
of the cellar into the smoking parlor above. 

To his immense relief the body of the unfortunate vis- 
count had been removed. 

Young King Brady felt sincerely sorry for the unfor- 
tunate young man. 

Still, there was nothing for which he could blame him- 
self in connection with his death. 

It was plain that the original plan of the fakir had 
been to keep the viscount well doped with hasheesh, and 
not only to bleed him for all he was worth, but to bleed 
Mrs. Fairchild as well. 

The question was how deeply was his wife involved in 
the plot. 

The experiences through which he was passing were all 
very interesting to Young King Brady, but he felt less 
hope than ever of being able to close up the case success- 
fully as far as Mr. Van Gordon's interests are concerned." 

The prince now continued to discuss his plans, and 
after a little Swami came into the room. 

"So you two have fixed it up between you." said the 
Hindoo. 

"That's what we have." the prince replied. 

The Hindoo looked Harry over doubtfully. 

"It is strange that you should happen to drop into this 
business," he said. "As far as I am concerned I wouldn't 
trust you, but the death of the Viscount Dalkowise puts 
me down and out, so I have nothing to say except to you, 
Hi-Ti-Li." 

He shot a fierce look at the Chinaman as he spoke. 

"Well, say it." replied the prince. 

"It is this," continued Swami. "Don't you go back 
on me, or you will regret it — that's all." 

The prince gave a sneering laugh. 

"Don't you fear!" he answered. "We are too closely 
tied up together to even think of going back on each oth- 
er. But now to come down to business. We have got to 
get the viscount's baggage out of the Palace Hotel some 
way, and for my part I don't see how it is going to be 
done." 

"I can't help you there," replied the Hindoo. "My 



color stands against me. There is absolutely nothing tfeat 
I can do." 

"And what am I to do? Who will listen to a ChinkP 
said the prince. 

"Unless we can get hold of his things and ship ti*ae f& 
Monterey there will be nothing doing," replied the Hin- 
doo. "We need his private papers. We must have tktua." 

"Put them in my hands," added the Chinaman, ^asS 
we can raise fifty thousand dollars in short notice. I cs& 
exactly imitate the signature of any man who ever bresiik- 
ed." 

It seemed to be Young King Brady's chance. 
"There won't be the least trouble about all that>''" be 
said. 

"Hello!" cried the Hindoo, "and what have you got te 
suggest?" 

"Well, there are two ways. The viscount told me tisaf 
he told them at the hotel that he was going to engage a 
Chinese valet." 

"He did, eh?" cried the prince. "Then I wmldS gs 
there and order his things shipped." 

"Better let me telephone that you are coming. If yon 
can imitate any man's signature, then I can imitate a»y 
man's voice, doncherknow!" 

The last part of this sentence Harry gave in the wke 
of the viscount. 

The imitation was perfect. 

"Good! Good!" cried the prince. "Look here. I ts&- 
er begin to like this. I believe I had rather deal with 
j'ou than with the viscount himself." 

Young King Brady laughed, and shortly after they Mi 
the house together, leaving the gloomy Hindoo tt take 
care of the body of the unfortunate A 7 iscount Dalkcwffie 
as best he could. 

On their way down Jackson street the first persoe ii&ej 
ran into was Charlie Ching. 

The shrewd Chinamaa merely glanced at them, &n4 to 
Harry's immense relief passed with no sign of recognition. 

They went down on Kearny street, where Harry tele- 
phoned the Palace Hotel. 

The prince, who stood behind him as he called, after- 
wards declared that his imitation of the viscount's vcie* 
was perfect. 

There was not the least trouble. 

Harry told the hotel clerk that he had engaged s Chi- 
nese valet, who would call in half an hour to pack up sad 
ship his belongings to the Hotel del Monte at Moutersf; 
and he asked him to give the Chinaman free entcaaee to 
his rooms. 

"The way is clear now, so go ahead," he said te iise 
prince when they passed out on the street 

"And I suppose we have to part.'' - replied the ClsisA- 
man, with some suspicion. 

"What else? I can't go with you." 

"Where shall I see you again?" 

"Wherever you say. You had better bring the pristee 5 * 
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dress-suit case along with a suit of his clothes. You see 
how I am dressed. It won't do." 

"That's right. Where are you staying?" 

"In a cheap furnished room over on Missibn street." 

"Shall I come there?" 

"I don't think you had better. Can't I meet you some- 
where in Chinatown?" 

"No; as I explained to you, I am in disguise myself. I 
don't want to be seen around Chinatown any more than I 
can help." 

"All right. Suppose I take a room at the What Cheer 
House on Commercial street? You can come there. I 
will register under the name of Smith." 

This was agreed to, and they parted. 

About two hours later the prince turned up at the hotel 
with his dress-suit case. 

Harry would have liked to have gone to the Lick House 
in the meanwnile. 

His fear that he might be watched was too great, how- 
ever, and he concluded that it would be wiser to keep 
away. 

The prince reported success. 

"T had no trouble at all," he declared. "T have secured 
all the viscount's private papers, and his trunks are already 
on the way to Monterey." 

"Do you propose to raise any money on his account be- 
fore you start?" asked Harry. 

"What do you think?" inquired the fakir. "I am begin- 
ning to have a lot of confidence in your opinion." 

"If it was me I wouldn't do it. I would make my draft 
at Monterey, and cash it with some banker there." 

To this the prince agreed. 

It was now one o'clock, and at four Young King Brady, 
in the guise of the Viscount Dalkowise, started foi Mon- 
terey with Prince Hi-Ti-Li. 



CHAPTER XI. 

TTTK BRAnVS .TOTN TWJCES AOATN. 

Old King Brady did not hurry himself the morning 
after his adventure on the roof of the Chinese opium 
joint. 

He made up his mind that Mrs. Fairchild would scarcely 
be about early. 

Descending to the office, he looked over the register. 

Here he saw that late the night before the Viscount 
Dalkowise had arrived. 

Old .King Brady had already made up his mind that he 
would make an effort to see the viscount and have a talk 
with him. 

"If I can put him wise as to the plot that has been con- 
cocted against him by this Frisco fakir it may simplify 
matters," he thought. 



He went again to the manager and took him into his 
confidence. 

"Why, yes; the viscount and his Chinese valet arrived 
last night," said Mr. Norris. 

"So that is their game, is it?" he added. "This Fair- 
chiFd woman is half crazy, no doubt. She was out again 
last night, as you say. She came in about six o'clock this 
morning." 

"Is it known that there is an opium joint run in behind 
Wang's store?" the old detective asked. 

"Of course it is," replied Mr. Norris. "But what can 
you do about it? It is the same here as it is in Frisco. 
Somebody pays." 

"Don't you think we had better see the viscount? If 
what I overheard is true, then this Chinese valet of his 
is no less a person than the notorious Frisco fakir, Prince 
Hi-Ti-Li, who ran the Mon Lay Ong gambling joint on 
Dupont street." 

"We can easily settle that question through our hotel 
detective." said Mr. Norris. "Shall I call him in? He 
knows all that kind of cattle perfectly well." 

"I think you had better." 

The manager rang his bell, and instructed the boy who 
appeared in answer to send in "Mr. Dowd." 

In a few minutes a sedate looking old gentleman — the 
very last person one would take for a hotel detective — ap- 
peared. 

"Mr. Dowd. this is Old King Brady, the famous New 
York detective," said Norris, introducing. ' 

"Oh, I know," replied Dowd. "I caught on to you last 
night, Mr. Brady. The name you signed to the register 
didn't fool me." 

They shook hands, and Old King Brady said : 

"Now, Mr. Dowd, I am sorry that I can't give you my 
full confidence in this case, but it is strictly confidential 
I want your help though." 

"Anything Mr. Brady wants he gets," said Mr. Norris. 

Dowd bowed and Old King Brady added : 

"Were you around when the Viscount Dalkowise arrived 
last night?" 

"I was," 

"You saw his Chinese valet?" 

"I did. You see, Mr. Brady, I am not going to try to 
butt in. I merely answer your questions, and will do 
anything in my power to help you out." 

Evidently Detective Dowd was just a little miffed at 
having only a half confidence bestowed upon him. 

Without paying any attention to this, Old King Brady 
asked if he knew the Chinese valet. 

"I do," was the reply. 

"Who is he?" 

"He is a notorious Chinese fakir from Frisco, who has 
been a long time under the eye of the police. He ran an 
opium joint and gambling house on Dupont street. It 
was known as the Mon Lay Ong. It burned recently. 
They say they used to smoke hashe^h there as well as 
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opium. This fellow passes under the name of Prince Hi- 
Ti-Li." 

"You were right, Mr. Brady," said Norris. 

"I see I was. Now, Mr. Dowd, I want to get a private 
interview with this viscount. Will you ascertain when 
the valet leaves him, and instantly let me know?" 

"Well, now will be your time, then," was the reply, 
"for Hi, as we call him in Frisco, went out about half an 
hour ago. I have no doubt that the Englishman is alone 
in his rooms at the present time." 

"Sol Then I will send up my card." 

Detective Dowd was gone only about ten minutes. 

"The viscount is alone up there, and will see you any 
time," he said. 

"I will go right up," replied Old King Brady. "I look 
to you to Veep the Chink from following me in case he 
comes in." 

"Great Scott! You!" exclaimed Old King Brady, when 
he entered the room. 

"Here I am, Governor!" cried Harry, for it was he. 
"And you are the English lord, then?" 
"All there is left of him, poor chap!" 
"Hello! He is real, then?" 

"Was. He is deadj and I have taken his place.' 1 
"Harry, you are great! Upon my word, I must con- 
gratulate you. You got next to Prince Hi-Ti-Li?" 
"Indeed I did." 

"You have succeeded in playing into my hands then 
in the most beautiful fashion." 

"And you into mine. It was a delightful surprise to 
receive your card. I was just wondering how on earth I 
should be able to communicate with you when it came 
up." 

"Hurry up now, and tell me all, and we will compare 
notes." 

The Bradye then told each other their stories. 

"This ie a strange business," said the old detective, 
"and the strangest part of it is it does not appear to help 
our case a bit." 

"What we want is to get the girl to go back to New 
York." 

"Exactly. But from what you tell me I judge that she 
is in the plot, too." 

"There isn't the least doubt about it. I have no idea 
that she would go if she was asked." 

"One of us must try it on, however." 

"Which shall it be?" 

"I was intending to do it, but now that matters have 
taken this turn I think you are the best one for the job." 

"I knew you would say that. Well, I shall have to 
undertake the commission." 

"How do you expect to be introduced to her?" 

"The prince will introduce me to Mrs. Fairchild. She 
will do the rest." 

"I see. Has he seen Mrs. Fairchild?" 

"Yes. She is in bed, and will remain there till after- 
noon. You know what is the matter with her?" 



"Too much hasheesh?" 

"Yes. She eats it as well as smokes it. After she got 
in this a. m. she took a couple of pills. She is anchored 
until evening, all right." 

"Did the prince see her?" 

"He saw his wife. Poor soul! He was telling me about 
her. She smokes hasheesh. I'm afraid she is a goner. We 
could easy expose these people and land the prince in 
jail, but I don't see how it is going to help us about the 
girl." 

"Let us hope for the best. Where has the prince gone 
now?" 

"To visit some of his Chinese friends. Probably it is 
this fellow Wang." 

"I haven't a doubt of it. Well, we can do very little 
to-day, T see. We shall have to wait until evening, and 
the next move is yours. Meanwhile I propose to keep out 
of the way." 

"And I shall have to remain here until the prince re- 
turns. I promised that I would." 

"I should like to introduce you to Mr. Dowd first. You 
might have to call upon him. He had better know who 
you are." 

"Shall I go down then?" 

"No; I will call him up on the office telephone first, and 
see how matters stand." 

Old King Brady went to the telephone and in a minute 
got into communication with Dowd. 

The prince had not yet come in, he said. 

As he felt sure that his assistant would be able to han- 
dle the Chinaman, Old King Brady asked him to com* 
upstairs, which he did, and was introduced to Harry. 

And now Old King Brady concluded that it would be 
best to take Mr. Dowd fully into his confidence, so he 
told him all. 

"It's just like Hi," said the hotel detective. "He is 
good for anything like that. Big scheme! That wife of 
his has helped him to fool many a young fellow. For my 
part I should doubt if she was worth saving." 

"That is neither here nor there," replied Old King 
Brady. "It is a matter we have nothing to do with." 

"Oh, of course not." 

"Certainly not. We are out after the girl, and we pro- 
pose to get her if we can." 

"Well, if you want any help, either of you, why, just 
call on me," said Dowd. "Of course, I am right in with 
the police of this town." 

Old King Brady left with the old detective then. 

Harry's rooms were on the same corridor with his own 
and Mrs. Fairchild's. 

As they neared the door of the latter suite it opened, 
and the "Princess" came out. 

"She was dressed in a plain red walking costume, and 
appeared to be going out on the street. 

"I think I'll do a little shadowing, Dowd," whispered 
Old King Brady. "So long." 
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Old King Brady accordingly went down on the elevator 
wftft the princess. 

'Aided by the mirror in the elevator, he was able to 
stadj the young woman's face with some attention. 

"She is given to hasheesh," -the old detective said to 
hiwelf. 

And he mentally added : 

m 8he hasn't a bad face. I don't believe it is too late. 
If the ^poor creature could only be taken away from her 
Chinese husband I believe she might yet be saved." 

'He fell behind when they passed into the street. 

It was no surprise to Old King Brady when he saw her 
attar Wang's place. 

The old detective followed right in. 

She (stare was a public 'place; he saw no reason why he 
AMld not. 

The princesB was standing in th€ rear talking with 
W*ng. 

And mow Old King Brady received something of a 

The Chinaman looked very different from what he did 
the /Bight before. 

His face was deathly white, and his head was turned up- 
mod. 

He "was talking in a low -tone to the princess, and every 
aow and then he would lower it and fix his eyes rapon her. 

■The (expression which came over his face then was ab- 
solutely fiendish. ~ 

"Great heavens! that man. is far .gone under the influ- 
aaw of ihasheesh himself," thought Old King Brady. "He 
loofealifce a lunatic. What am I to do?" 

It *lid aiot appear that he could do anything just then. 

The . princess now vanished behind a red curtain, Wang 
tatamng her. 

Meanwhile Old King Brady had been pretending busi- 
ness with a sickly-looking Chink who tended the store. 

He, made. a few purchases, and hurried away. 

"There is nothing to be done. If she is in there for a 
amok* she has got to have it, .1 'suppose. But- the face of 
that Chink t It was positively murderous! Heavens! I 
wim I could get it out of my mind." 

But it was still in his mind when he returned to the 
Intel to learn from Detective Dowd that Prince Hi-Ti-Li 
lad not yet come in. 

And this made it all the more impossible for Old King 
Ifaxdy io interfere. 

If the princess had gone into Wang's place to meet her 
husband then what could anybody do ? 



CHAPTER XII. 
CONCLVSinK. 

The continued absence of Prince Hi-Ti : Li puzzled Har- 
ry quite as much as it did the old detective. 



On the way down from San Francisco Young King 
Brady had become quite thick with the fakir. 

That he did not entertain the least suspicion that he 
was a detective Harry felt well assured. 

When he left he stated that he would surely return 
inside of half an hour. 

He wanted Harry to show himself about the hotel, and 
seemed very anxious about it. 

He particularly asked him not to do this until his re- 
turn. 

Old King Brady went up to Harry's room and they 
talked it over. 

"If you could have seen the face on that Chink you 
would feel as I do," said the old detective. "I don't think 
it is safe to trust that young woman in his clutches, hus- 
band or no husband. For all we know he may have had a 
quarrel with the prince and have done him up." 

"Do you think we ought to make a move, Governor?" 
Harry asked. 

"I do." 

"It may spoil all our plans." 
"That is even so." 

"You say the girl went directly there?" 
"She did. There is no doubt that she knew where she 
was going. " 

"She must have had a lot of experience with hasheeh 
fiends." . 

"That is certainly so, and it is what makes me hesitate 
about doing anything." 

"Suppose we wait until after dinner, and then decide." 

"All right. We will leave it so. We have got to de- 
cide one way or the other." 

And so the Bradys dined before making a move. 

Harry was at one end of the big dining room and Old 
King Brady at the other, so there was no chance for any 
talk during the meal. 

The old detective kept a sharp eye out for Mrs. TTair- 
child, but she did not appear. 

Eight after dinner Old King Brady came to Harry 
again in his room.. 

"Well, he hasn't shown up, and I am going down there," 
he said. "The girl hasn't come back, either, it seems." 

"You mustn't go alone, Governor." 

"We will arrange it this way. I will go in first. You 
can disguise and remain on the outside. If I don't turn up 
inside of half an hour you can act." 

"How act? Shall I take the police with me?" 

"Not that. I will speak to Dowd. He can be on hand 
with a couple of assistants. That will be all that we shall 
need." 

Harry said nothing. 

He secretly made up his mind that there 'would be no 
half-hour's wait so far as he was concerned. 

"I'll give him just fifteen minutes inside there," he 
said to himself. "Either he has to turn up then or I'll 
break in — thaf s aUl" 

This, however, he kept to himself. 
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Old King Brady never likes to be dictated to or inter- 
fered with. 

But that the old detective is too rash at times, and 
prone to take big chances is certainly a fact. 

It was half-past two when Old King Brady left the 
hotel. 

It had been arranged that Harry was not to start until 
he was out of sight. 

Old King Brady hurried to the grocery store, and en- 
tering found Wang seated there alone. 

The Chinaman's face still wore the same strange 
look. 

It was rather intensified than anything. 

It was the look of a man mad from hasheesh. 

Old King Brady felt sure of it. 

He knew all about the effects of the drug. 

He was aware that a confirmed hasheesh fiend can 
temporarily control himself, even though he is seeing 
strange visions, if he choses. 

He also knew that at any instant such a person is liable 
to break out in a murderous fury. 

There is no species of dope-fiend more dangerous to 
deal with than one who persistently uses hasheesh. 

And so Old King Brady was, or rather ought to have 
been, prepared. 

"Look here!" he said sternly, at the same time showing 
his detective's shield, "I am a detective from the Hotel 
Del Monte. I want to know what has become of that 
young woman in the red dress who came into your place 
several hours ago." 

A change came over Wang's face instantly — such a 
change as a Chinaman alone can bring about. 

The fiendish look disappeared, and an expression child- 
like and bland took its place. 

"Oh, you detective, eh?" replied Wang. "Well, what 
about it? The lady want see friend. She come here to 
get him. Up at the hotel they know very well where to 
come if they want." 

"Is she here now?" 

"Yes, she is." 

"I must see her at once." 

Old King Brady expected some objection. 

To his surprise there was none made. 

"Very well," replied Wang, in the same excellent Eng- 
lish that Old King Brady had heard him use when he 
listened at the sky-light. "If you want to see her all 
right. So you can." 

"You can tell her to come here?" 

"I can tell her, but she won't come." 

"Why not?" 

"She is asleep." 

"Take me to her," said Old King Brady, in his reckless 
fashion. 

He was determined to see the end of the mystery, no 
matter what it might lead to. 
Wang made not: the least objection. 
"Follow me," he said. 



"You leave your store?" 
"That's all right. Come." 

Old King Brady had his revolver ready, and felt no fear. 
Wang pushed aside the red curtain, and Old King 
followed him into the back room. 

It was arranged the same as any room in a Chinamtn't 

dwelling. 

Wang opened a door which communicated with a ftigkt 
of steps leading into a cellar. 

Evidently his smoking room was not the one Old King 
Brady had seen through the skylight in another part of 
the house. 

Following the Chinaman, the detective crossed * aeHar 

to a short flight of steps on the other side. 

Wang ascended and opened a low door, which was mux 
like a shutter at the top of the steps. 

He stood aside arid beckoned to Old ~King Brady. 

"She is there!" he said. "You can go in and see hex 
now." 

And there, sure enough, as he looked in through the 
shutter, Old King Brady saw the princess. 

The room was well furnished in the Chinese style; 

The unfortunate woman lay stretched upon a eo*eh 
quite unconscious. 

Beside her, upon a Chinese stool, was a hasheesh-, latyout, 
which told the tale. 

It was quite a step down into the room, but Old Kiag 
Brady covered it with a bound. 

"That girl must come out of here!" he cried. 

He was going to say more, but at the same instaoat/ ih» 
shutter was closed with a bang. 

But before it went to Old King Brady was treated to the 
most diabolical laugh which he had ever heard proceed 
from the lips of mortal man. 

"Trapped, confound it!" muttered the old detects!*. 

He made a rush for the shutter, but it was fast. 

There was nothing to take hold of. It fitted tigkb 

"I shall have to depend upon Harry," thought OMi Kiag 
Brady. "Meanwhile, to revive this unfortunate cxeatarc 
Upon my word, she looks as if she was dead!" 

He bent over the girl, listened to the beating of her 
heart and felt her pulse, finding that it was not so. 

Producing his little medicine case, he administered a 
tablet of caffeine, the antidote for opium, and stood Bade 
to watch its effects. 

It was at this instant that he perceived a smoke rung 
through the crevices of the floor. 

He had felt a tickling in his throat, and now he btsgut 
to cough. 

" Great Scott ! It's charcoal smoke ! " cried the old detec- 
tive. "That yellow fiend is trying to smother jo> both.* 
And it was sol 

All in vain were Old King Brady's efforts to nowfii 
shutter or make his voice heard. 

The momenta passed, and the smoke grew thicker anil 
thicker: 

Thicker too than Old King- Brady realized, for while Mi 
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was still at work on the shutter it suddenly overcame him. 
There is nothing so insidious as the smoke of burning 
charcoal. 

This underground room was as tight as a bottle. 
Before he fully realized that his danger was so great, 
Old King Brady sank unconscious to the floor. 

If Harry had followed the orders of his chief and waited 
the half hour, he would have found a dead detective. 

But he followed close on Old King Brady's heels. 

"We had better break in there at once and have them 
out," said Dowd. "That fellow Wang is a bad one. From 
what you tell me it is my belief that he has done for Prince 
Hi-Ti-Li." 

"I'll go ahead," said Harry. "If I am not out in five 
minutes you follow." 
Harry entered the store. 

Wang stood in the middle of the floor, with his eyes 
raised to the ceiling. 

"Look here! Where is that old man who came in here 
a few minutes ago?" Harry demanded. 

"Hello, Charlie!- You mean the detective?" replied 
Wang, looking down. "You are, too?" 

Harry had shown his shield. 

"Yes, lam. Where is he?" 

"He is down in the smoking-room talking with a lady. 
You want to see him?" 

"Yes. Eight now." 

"All right; come along." 

Wang caught up two wet towels. 

Harry wondered what they were for. 

He followed the Chink into the cellar, and smelled the 
burning charcoal. 

He tossed one of the towels to Harry, and immediately 
tied the other over his mouth and nostrils. 

"You scoundrel! If there is anything wrong with that 
old man you will suffer!" cried Harry. 

Wang, without reply, ran on up the steps. 

Harry tied the towel in place and followed. 

The shutter was thrown back. 

Wang pointed. 

Harry saw the girl on the couch and Old King Brady 
stretched out upon the floor. 

The room was filled with charcoal fumes. 

Without an instant's hesitation Harry sprang through 
the opening and bent over the old detective. 

He lay with closed eyes and parted lips, to all appear- 
ance dead. 

As Harry bent over him the Chinaman suddenly shut 
the secret door. 

"Great Scott, this spells murder!" thought Harry. "We 
are a pair of fools, both of us, but fortunately there is help 
close at hand." 

At the same instant a fiendish yell was heard outside. 

Sounds of a scuffle followed, and then came a shot. 
. A second later the shutter flew open, and Detective 
Dowd appeared in the breach. 



"Out of that! Quick!" he shouted. "That yellow fiend 
is raving mad. He tried to put a knife into me! He has 
a burning charcoal furnace under this floor!" 

Harry needed no one to tell him that. 

Meanwhile the detective's assistants had dragged the 
little furnace out of a close cupboard, and run it upstairs. 

There was no one to interfere. 

Wang had attacked Dowd, and the detective shot him 
in the leg. 

The hasheesh fiend lay raving like a maniac on the 
cellar floor. 

Old King Brady was taken out. 
So was the princess. 

An ambulance was called, and both were taken to the 
hospital. 

Here Old King Brady soon revived to hear from Harry 
that Prince Hi-Ti-Li had been found in another room shot 
through the heart. 

It had been a quarrej between him and Wang. 

Days passed before the life of Inez Van Gordon was 
put beyond danger by the doctors. 

Meanwhile Mrs. Fairchild fled. 

Old King Brady, not a bit the worse for his experience, 
was in constant attendance at the hospital. 

He finally persuaded the unfortunate girl to return to 
her father, which she did. 

Harry went to San Francisco and brought about the 
arrest of the Hindoo. 

The viscount's body was taken charge of by the author- 
ities, and his people notified of the manner of his death. 

Wang died in the madhouse a year later. 

It was a case of jealousy between him and Prince Hi- 
Ti-Li, as his ravings proved. 

Mr. Van Gordon took charge of his daughter, and she 
subsequently became a respectable member of society, al- 
though her mother would never receive her. 

Later Van Gordon died, and left his daughter millions. 
Then she married and is now abroad. 

The detectives were treated most liberally by Van Gor- 
don, and the case proved a very profitable one. 

Old King Brady saw that Detective Dowd was fully 
paid for his efficient work, but for which there might have 
been a very different ending to the ease of The Bradys and 
Prince Hi-Ti-Li. 

THE END. 

Bead "THE BEADYS AND 'BADMAN BILL'; OB, 
HUNTING THE HERMIT OF HANGTOWN," which 
will be the next number (387) of "Secret Service." 
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which will be a source of pleasure and profit to the reader. Each number has a handsome eol- 
ored illustration made by the most expert artists. Large sums of money are being spent to make 
this one of the best weeklies ever published. : : : : : ' : 



.....Here is a List of Some of the Titles..... 

No. 1 Smashing the AutO Record; or, Bart "Wilson at the Speed Lever. By Edward N. Fox Issued Apr. 20th 

" 2 Off the Ticker; or, Fate at a Moment's Notice. By Tom Dawson " " 27th 

" 3 From Cadet to Captain; or, Dick Daaforth's West Point Nerve. By Lieut. J. J. Barry " May 4th 

" 4 The Get-There Boys; or, Making Things Hum in Honduras. By Fred Warburton " " nth 

" 5 Written in Cipher; or, The Skein Jack Barry Unravelled. By Prof. Oliver Owens " " 18th 

" 6 The No-Good Boys; or Downing a Tough Name. By A. Howard de Witt .... « " 25th 

" 7 Kicked off the Earth; or, Ted Trim's Hard Luck Cure. By Bob Koy « June 1st 

" 8 Doing It Quick; or, Ike Brown's Hustle at Panama. By Captain Hawthorn, U. S. N. " " 8th 
For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by 

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. 

IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS 

of our iiuraries, and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and fill 
in the following Ordee Blank and send it to us with the price of the books you want and we will send them to you by re- 
turn mail. ■ POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. 

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. 190 

Dear Sir — Enclosed find cents for which please send me : , 

copies of FAME AND FORTUNE WEEKLY, Nos 

" « WIDE AWAKE WEEKLY, Nos ; 

" " WORK AND WIN, Nos , 

" " FRANK MANLEY'S WEEKLY, Nos 

" " WILD WEST WEEKLY, Nos 

« " PLUCK AND LUCK, Nos 

" « SECRET SERVICE, Nos 

« « THE LIBERTY BOYS OF '76, Nos 

" " THE YOUNG ATHLETE'S WEEKLY, Nos 

" " Ten-Cent Hand Books, Nos 

jf ame Street and No Town State 



These Books Teff Yo&i Everything! 

A COMPLETE SET IS A REGULAR ENCYCLOPEDIA! 

Each book consists of sixty-four pages, printed on. good paper, in clear type and neatly bound in an attractive, illustrated cover. 
Host of the books are also profusely illustrated, and ail of the subjects treated upon are explained in such a simple manner that any 
child can thoroughly understand them. Look over the list as classified and seo if yon want to know anything, about the subjects 
mentioned. 

THESH BOOKS ARB PGR SALE BY ALL NEWSDEALERS OR WILL BE SENT BY MAIL TO ANY ADDRESS 
FROM THIS OFFICE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE, TEN CENTS BACH, OR ANY THREE BOOKS FOR TWENTY-FIVE 
CENTS. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, N.Y. 



MESMERISM. 

No. 81. HOW TO MESMERIZE.— Containing the most ap- 
proved methods of mesmerism ; also how to cure all kinds of 
diseases by animal magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo 
Hugo Koch, A. C S., author of "How to Hypnotise," etc 

PALMISTRY. 

No. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY.— Containing the most ap- 
proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with 
a full explanation of their meaning. Also explaining phrenology, 
and the key for telling character by the bumps on the head. By 
Leo Hugo Koch, A. C. S. Fully illustrated. 

HYPNOTISM. 

No. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE. — Containing valuable and in- 
structive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also 
explaining the most approved methods which are employed by the 
leading hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S. 

SPORTING. 

No. 21. n©W TO HUNT AND FISH. — The most complete 
bunting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in- 
structions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing, 
together with descriptions of game and fish. 

No. 2a H®W T© ROW, SAIL ANB BUILD A BOAT.— Fully 
illustrated. Every boy should know how to row and sail a boat. 
Full instructions are given in this little book, together with in- 
structions "on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating. 

No. 47. n©W T© BREAK, RI»E ANB DRIVE A HORSE. — 
A complete treatise on the horse, describing the most useful horses 
for business, the best 'horses for the road; also* valuable recipes for 
iiseases peculiar to the horse. 

No. 4a HOW TO BUILB AND SAIL CANOES.— A handy 
book for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes 
and the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated. 
By C. Stansfield Hicks. 

FORTUNE TELLING. 

No. 1. NAPOLEON'S ORAOULUM AND DREAM BOOK.— 
Containing the great oracle of human destiny ; also the true mean- 
ing of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies, 
and curious games of cards. A complete book. 

No. 23. H#W TO EXPLAIN BREAMS— Everybody dreams, 
from the little child to the aged man and woman. This little book 
fives the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky 
and unlucky days, and "Napoleon's Oraculum," the beok of fate. 

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.— Everyone is desirous of 
knowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or 
misery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little 
book. Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell 
the fortune of your friends. 

No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND. — 
Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand, 
or the secret of palmistry. Also the -secret of telling future events 
by aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Andc'seB. 

t ATHLETIC. 

No. & HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE. — Giving full in- 
struction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars, 
horizontal bars and various other methods of developing a goad, 
healthy muscle ; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can 
become strong and healthy by following the instructions .contained 
in this little book. 

No. 10. HOW TO BOX. — The art of self-defense made easy. 
Containing over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the differ- 
ent positions of a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one of 
these useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box 
without an instructor. 

No. 25. H6W TO BECOME A GYMNAST. — Containing full 
Instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises. 
Embracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdooald. 
A handy' and useful book. 

No. 34. HOW TO FENCE. — Containing full instruction for 
fencing and the use of the broadsword ; also instruction in archery. 
Described with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best 
positions in fencing. A complete book. 

TRICKS WITH CARDS. 

No. 51. HOW TO BO TRICKS WITH CARBS.— Containing 
explanations of the general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable 
to card tricks ; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring 
sleight-of-hand; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of 
■Socially prepared card*. By Professor Haffner. Illustrated. 



Nov 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS. — Em- 
bracing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with il- 
lustrations. By A. Anderson. 

No. 77. HOW TO ©O FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.— 
Containing deceptive Card Tricks as perforated by leading conjurors 
and magicians. Arranged for home aiwisement. Fully illustrated. 

MAGIC. 

No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS. — The great book of magic and 
card tricks, containing- full instruction on all the leading card tricks 
of the day, also the most popular magical illusions as performed by 
our leading magicians ; every boy should obtain a copy o£ this book, 
as it will both amuse and instruct. 

No. 22. HOW T& BO SECOND SIGHT. — Heller's second sight 
explained by bis former assistant, Fred Host, Jr. Explaining how 
the secret dialogues were carried on' between the magician and the 
boy on the stage ; also giving all the codes and signals. The only 
authentic'explanation of second sight. 

No. 43. HOW TO BECOME A MAGICIAN.— Containing the 
grandest- assortment of magical illusions ever placed before the 
public. Also tricks with cards, incantations, etc. 

No. 68. HOW T» B© CHEMICAL TRICKS. — Containing over 
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemicals. 
By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated. 

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND. — Containing over 
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also contain- 
ing the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

No. 70. HOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS. — Containing- full 
directions for making Magic Toys and devices of many kinds. By 
A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

No. 73. H@W TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS.— Showing 
maHy curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By A 
Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

No. 75. HOW TO BECOME A CONJUROR. — Containing 
tricks with Bomines, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, etc. Embracing 
thirty-six illustrations. By- A. Anderson. 

No. 78. H«W T» DO THE BLACK ART. — Containing a com 
plete description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand, 
together with maay wonderful experiments. By A. Anderson. 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.— Every boy 
should know how inventions originated. This book explains them 
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics, 
pneumatics, mechanics, etc. The most instructive book published. 

No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER. — Containing full 
instructions how to proceed in order to become a locomotive en- 
gineer; also directions for building a model locomotive; together 
with a full description of everything an engineer should know. 

No. 57. H«W TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.— Full 
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, vEolian Harp, Xylo- 
phone and other Musical instruments; together with a brief de> 
scrijttioa of nearly every musical instrument used in ancient or 
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon S. Fitzgerald, 
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines. 

No. 59. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN. — Containing 
a description of the lantern, together with its history and invention. 
Also full directions for its use and for painting slides. Handsomely 
illustrated. By John Allen. 

No. 71. HOW T9 ©€> MECHANICAL TRICKS. — Containing 
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Tricks. 
By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

LETTER WRITING. 

No. 11. H»W TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS. — A most com- 
plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-letters, 
and when to use them, giving specim'en letters for young and old. 

No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO LADIES. — Giving 
complete instructions for writing letters to ladies on all subjects; 
also letters of introduction, notes and requests. 

No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLEMEN.— 
Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subjects; 
also giving sample letters for instruction. 

No. 53. HOW TO WRITJB LETTERS. — A wonderful little 
book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart, your father,, 
mother, sister, brother, employer ; and, in fact, everybody and any- 
body you wish to write to. Every young man and ever? young 
lady in the land should have- this boeJr. ; 

No. 74. H®W TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLY.— Con- 
taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any subject; 
also rales for punctuation and composition, with specimen letters. 



THE STAGE. 

No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN'S JOKE 
BOOK. — Containing a. great variety of the latest jokes used by the 
snoot famous end men. No amateur minstrels is complete without 
this wonderful tittle "took. 

No. 42. 'SHE BOYS ©F NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER. — 
Containing a varied assortment *>f stump speeches, Negro, Butch 
and Irish. Also end men's jokes. Just the thing for home amuse- 
ment and amateur shows. 

No. 45. THE BOYS 0F NEW YORK MINSTREL. 
ANB JOKE. BOOK. — Something new and very instructive. Every 
boy should obtain this book, as it contains full instructions for or- 
ganizing an amateur minstrel troupe. 

No. 65. MULDOON'S JOKES. — This is one of the most original 
Joke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humer. It 
contains a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etc., of 
Terrenee Muldoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of 
the day. Every bey who can enjoy a good substantial joke should 
obtain a copy immediately. 

No. 79. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR. — Containing com- 
plete instructions how to make up for Various characters on the 
stage; together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter, 
ficenic Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager, 

No. 80. GUS WILLIAMS' JOKE BOOK.— Containing the lat- 
<Mt jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and 
aver popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome 
colored cover' containing a half-tone photo of the author. 

HOUSEKEEPING. 

No. 16. H©W TO KEEP A WINBOW 'GARBEN.— Containing 
full instructions for constructing a window garden either in town 
at country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful 
flowers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub- 
lished. 

No. 30. HOW TO COOK. — One of the most instructive books 
on cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats, 
fish, game, and oysters ; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of 
pastry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular 
cooks* 

No." 37. HOW T® KEEP HOUSE. — It contains information for 
everybody, boys, girls, men and women ; it will teach you how to- 
make almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments, 
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds. 

ELECTRICAL. 

No. 46. U0W TO MAKE AN© USE ELECTRICITY.— A de- 
scription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ; 
together with full instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries, 
•tc. By George Trebel, A. M., M. B. Containing over fifty il- 
lustrations. 

No: 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.— Con- 
taining full directions for making electrical machines, induction 
coils, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity. 
By R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated. 

No. 67. HOW TO ®0 ELECTRICAL TRICKS. — Containing a 
large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks, 
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

No. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST. — By Harry 
Kennedy. The secret-given away. Every intelligent boy reading 
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi- 
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the 
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the 
greatest book ever published, and there's millions (of fun) in it. 

No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY. — A 
very valuable little book just published. A, complete compendium 
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable 
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the 
money than any book published. 

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES. — A complete and useful little 
book, containing the rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle, 
backgammon, croquet, dominoes, etc. 

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNBRUMS.— Containing all 
the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches 
and witty sayings. 

No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARBS.— A complete and handy little 
took, giving the rules and full directions for playing Euchre, Crib- 
bage, Casino, Forty-Five, Bounce, Pedro Sancho, ©raw Poker, 
Auction Pitch, AH Fours, and many other popular games of cards. 

No. 66. HOW TO BO PUZZLES.— Containing over three hun- 
dred interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key to same. A 
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

« ETIQUETTE. 

No. 13. HOW TO BO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE. — It 
9a a great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know 
all about. There's happiness in it. 

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE. — Containing the rules and etiquette 
at good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap- 
pearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and 
In the drawing-room. 

RECLAMATION. 

No. 27. HOW TO RECITE ANB BOOK OF RECITATIONS. 
—Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Butch 
Salect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together 
tfrith many stan^rd readings. 



No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER.— Containing four- 
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to become 
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from 
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranger) in the moat 
simple and 'Concise manner possible. 

No. 48. H©W T(!» JMDBATE. — Giving rules for conducting do- 
nates, outlines for debates, questions for discission, and the bait 
sources for procuring information on the questions given. 

•* SOCIETY. 

No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT. — The arts and wiles of flirtation ara 
fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods of 
handkerchief, fan. glove, parasol, window and hat iirtation, it con- 
tains a full list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which is 
interesting to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happy 
without one. 

No. 4. HOW TO BANCS is the title of a new and handsoma 

little book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instruc- 
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parties, 
how to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular squara 

No. *5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE. — A complete guide to Iovo, 

courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquetta 
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not gen- 
erally known. 

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.— Containing full instruction In tha 
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving tha 
selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up. 

No. 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL. — One of tha 
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the world. 
Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male and 
female. The secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this book 
and be convinced how to become beautiful. 

BIRDS AND ANIMALS. 

No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRBS.— Handsomely illustrated an* 
containing full instructions for the management and training of tha 
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc. 

No. ,39. HOW TO RAISE BOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND 
RABBITS. — A usefuf and instructive book. Handsomely* illua- 

N».4». HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.— Including hinta 
on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and bird*. 
Also how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington 

No 6 ' 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AN© ANIMALS. — A 
valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting 
and preserving birds, animals and insects. 

No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.— Giving com- 
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keepings 
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets ; also giving full 
instructions for, making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eighi 
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind eve* 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST. — A useful and In- 
structive book, giving "a complete treatise on chemistry; also ex- 
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di- 
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. This 
book cannot be equaled.. 

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY. — A complete hand-book fos 
making SlIi kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrups,, essences, etc- etc. 

No. S4. HOW TO BECOME. AN" AUTHOR. — Containing full 
information regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and the 
manner ef preparing and"tubmitting manuscript. Also containing 
valuable information as to the neatness, legibility and general com- 
position of manuscript, essential to a successful author. By Prince 
-Hiland. 

- No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN BOCTOR.— A won- 
derful book, containing useful and practical information in tha 
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to every 
family. Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com- 
plaints. 

No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AN» COINS.— Con- 
taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging 
of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrated. 

NoJ 58. HOW TO BE A BETECTIVE.— By Old King Brady, 
the world-known defective. In which be lays down some valuable 
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventures 
and experiences of well-known detectives. 

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER. — Contain- 
ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it; 
also bow to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and othaff 
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W. 
Abriey. 

No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY 
CABET. — Containing full explanations hew to gain admittance 
^course of Study, Examinations, Buties, Staff of Officers, Post 
Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy should 
know<to be a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens, author 
of "How to Become a Naval Cadet." 

No. 63. HOW*T© BECOME A NAVAL CADET. — Complete in- 
structions of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Naval 
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, description 
of grounds and bnijdings, historical sketch, and everything a boy 
should know to become an officer in the United States Navy. Com- 
piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of "How to Becoma O 
West Point Military Cadet." 



PRICE 10 CENTS EACH, OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS. 
Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 34 Union Square, New York. 



Fame and Fortune Weekly 

STORIES OF BOYS WHO MAKE MONEY 

By A SELF. MADE MAN 

32 Pages of Reading Matter : : Handsome Colored Covers 



A HEW ONE ISSUED EVERY FBIDAY PRICE 5 CENTS A COPY 



This Weekly contains interesting stories of smart boys, who win fame and fortune by their ability to take advantage of 
passing opportunities. Some of these stories are founded on true incidents in the lives of our most successful self-made 
men, and show how a boy of pluck, perseverance and brains can become famous and wealthy. Every one of this series 
contains a good moral tone which makes "Fame and Fortune Weekly" a magazine for the home, although each number 
is replete with exciting adventures. The stories are the very best obtainable, the illustrations are by expert artists, and 
every effort is constantly being made to make it the best weekly on the news stands. Tell your friends about it. 

ALREADY PUBLISHED. 



1 A Lucky Deal; or, The Cutest Boy in Wall Street. 

2 BT>rn to Good Luck; or, The Boy Who Succeeded. 

3 A Corner in Co*rn; or, How a Chicago Boy Did the Trick 

4 A Game of Chance: or, The Boy Who Won Out. 

5 Hard to Beat; or, The Cleverest Boy in Wall Street. 

6 Building a Railroad; or, The Young Contractors of Lake- 

view. 

7 Winning His Way; or, The Youngest Editor in Green 

River. 

8 The Wheel of Fortune; or, The Record of a Self-Made 

Boy. 

9 Nip and Tuck; or, The Young Brokers of Wall Street. 

10 A Copper Harvest; or, The Boys WhoWorked a Deserted 

Mine. 

11 A Lucky Penny; or. The Fortunes of a Boston Boy. 

12 A Diamond in the Rough; or, A Brave Boys Start in Life. 

13 Baiting the Bears; or. The Nerviest Boy in Wall Street. 

14 A Gold Brick; or, The Boy Who Could Not be Downed. 

15 A Streak of Luck; or, The Boy Who Feathered His Nest 

16 A Good Thing; or, The Boy Who Made a Fortune. 

17 King of the Market; or, The Youngest Trader in Wall 

Street. 

18 Pure Grit; or, One Boy in a Thousand. 

19 A Rise in Life; or. The Career of a Factory Boy. 

20 A Barrel of Money ; or, A Bright Boy in Wall Street. 



21 All to the Good; or. From Call Boy to Manager. 

22 How He Got There; or, The Pluckiest Boy of Them All. 

23 Bound to Win; or, The Boy Who Got Rich. 

24 Pushing It Through; or, The Fate of a Lucky Boy. 

25 A Born Speculator; or, the Young Sphinx of Wall Street. 

26 The Way to Success; or, The Boy Who Got There. 

27 Struck Oil; or, The Boy Who Made a Million. 

28 A Golden Risk; o.-, The Young Miners of Delia Cruz. 

29 A Sure Winner; or, The Boy Who Went Out With a Circus. 

30 Golden Fleece; or, The Boy Brokers of Wall Street. 

31 A Mad Cap Scheme; or, The Boy Treasure Hunters of Co- 

cos Island. 

32 Adrift on the World; or, Working His Way to Fortune. 

33 Playing to Win; or, The Foxiest Boy in Wall Street. 

34 Tatters; or, A Boy from the Slums. 

35 A Young Monte Cristo; or, The Richest Boy in the World. 

36 Won by Pluck; or, The Boys Wh« Ran a Railroad. 

37 Beating the Brokers; or, The Boy Who "Couldn't be Done." 

38 A Rolling Stone; or, The Brightest Boy on Record. 



For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, Dy 

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. 



IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS 

of our Libraries and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and fill 
in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the price of the books you waut and we will send them to you by re- 
turn mail. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. 



FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. 190 

Dear Sir — Enclosed find cents for which please send me: 

copies of WORK AND WIN. Nos 

.... " " THE WIDE AWAKE WEEKLY, Nos , 

.... " " WILD WEST WEEKLY, Nos 

. . . . " " THE LIBERTY BOYS OP '76, Nos , 

.... " " PLUCK AND LUCK. Nos , 

.... " " SECRET SERVICE, Nos 

.... " "• FAME AND FORTUNE WEEKLY, Nos 

" " Ten-Cent Hand Books, Nos 

Name Street and No Town State 



SECRET SERVICE 

OLD AND YOUNG KING BIIADY, DETECTIVES. 

PRICE 5 CTS. 32 PAGES. COLORED COVERS. ISSUED WEEKLY 



LATEST ISSUES: 

::14 The Bradys and "Bullion Bill": or. The Mystery of Mill N'n. 13. 
ol.'i 'I'lie Bradys in Joliet : m', The Strange Case of Jeweler James. 
31b' The Iiradvs and "Hearing It u be" ; or. Rounding up the "Terror" 

of Ten Mile Creek. 
317 The Bradys and the Boss of I'.road Street; or, The Case of the 

"King of the Curb." 
MIS The Bradys Desert Trail : or. Lost on the Iiendntan's Run. 
31 U The liradys and tin; opium Syndic-ate; or. After the "Marquis" 

of Mott' Street. 

320 The Bradys and "General Jinks": or, After the Cara Crooks of 

the "Kttty 1-Tyer." 

321 The Bradvs and the Man With the Kan-el -, or. Working for the 

I'rince of Wall Street. 

322 The liradys and "J'.edroek Bill" : or, The "Deadmrn" from Dead- 

wood. 

323 The liradys and the "King" of Chicago: or. The Man Who Cor- 

nered Corn. 

324 The Hrndj s and Admiral lirown ; or, Working for the United 

States Navy. 

320 The liradys and "Madame .Millions" ; or. The Case of the Wall 
Street c'jueen. 

326 The Iiradvs and the "Prince" of Pekin : or, Called on a Chinese 

Clew. 

327 The liradys Pacing Death : or. Trapped by a Clever Woman. 

328 The liradys' Rio Crnnde Raid : or. Hot Work at Iindmaifs Iiend. 
32!) The liradys' Madhouse Mystery ; or, The Search for Madame Mont- 
ford. 

330 The liradys and the Swamp Rats ; or, After the Georgia Moon- 

shiners. 

331 The liradys and "Handsome Hal" : or. Duping the Duke of Da- 

kota. 

332 The Hradvs and the Mad Financier: or, Trailing the "Terror" of 

Wall Street. 

333 The liradys and the Joplin Jays : or, Three "Badmen" from 

Missouri. 

334 The liradys and ('apt. Klondike ; or, The Man from the North 

Pole. 

335 The liradys and the Wall Street Chili: or. Three Lost "Lambs." 

336 T>e Iiradvs' Lightning Raid; or. Chased Through the Hole in 

tne Wall. 

337 The liradys and the Hip Sing Ling: or. After the Chinese Free 

Masons. 

338 The liradys' Diamond Syndicate ; or, The Case of the "Marquis" 

of Wall Street. 

330 The liradys and the Seven Masks; or, Strange Doings at the 
Doctors' Club. 

340 The liradys and the President's Special ; or, The Plot of the 

341 The Iiradvs and the Russian Duke : or, The Case of the Woman 

From Wall Street. 

342 The liradys and the Money Makers ; or, After the "Queen of the 

Queer." 

343 The liradys and the liutte Hoys; or. The Trail of the Ten "Ter- 

rors." 

344 The Bradys and the Wall Street "Widow" : or. The Flurry in 

P. I-'. V. 

345 The liradys' Chinese Mystery: or, Called by the "King" of Mott 

Street. 

340 The; liradys and "Brazos Hill" : or. Hot Work on the Texas Hor- 
de r. 

347 The liradys and liroker lilack : or, Trapping the Tappers of Wall 
Street. 
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34o The liradys at Pug Boom City; or, (Jut for the Oregon Land 
Thieves. 

340 The Bradys and Corporal Tim; or. The Mystery of the Fort. 

350 The Bradys' Banner Raid: or. The White Boys of Whirlwind 
Camp. 

351 The p.rndys and the Safe Blowers; or, ( basing the King of the 
Yeggine,: 

352 The Brad.\s at Cold Lake: or. Solving a Klondike Mystery. 

353 The Bradys and "Dr. Doo-I>a-Day" : or, 'The Man \\ ho was Lost 
on Mott Street. 

354 The Bradys' Tombstone "Terror": or. After the Arizona Mine 
Wreckers. 

355 The liradys and the Witch Doctor; or. Mysterious Work in New 
Orleans. 

356 The Bradys and Alderman lirown ; or. After the Crafters of 
Creonville. 

357 The Bradys in "Little Pekin"; or, The Case of the Chinese Gold 
King. 

358 The Bradys and the Boston Special : or. The Man Who was Miss- 
ing from Wall Street. 

350 The Bradys and the Death Club : or. The Secret Bund of Seven. 
300 The Bradys' Chinese Raid; or. After the .Man-Ilunters of Mon- 
tana. 

3G1 The Jiradvs and the Bankers' League; or, Dark Doings in Wail 
Street. 

362 The liradys' Call to Goldlields : or. Downing the "Knights of 
Nevada." 

363 The Bradys and the Pit of Death : or. Trapped by a Fiend. 

364 The Iiradvs and the Boston liroker ; or. The Man Who Woke up 
Wall Street. 

365 The Bradys Sent to Sing Sing: or. After the Prison Plotters. 

366 The Bradys and the Grain Crooks; or. After the "King of Corn." 

367 The Bradvs' Ten Trails: or. After the Colorado Cattle Tlrevcs. 

368 The Bradys in a Madhouse; or. The Mystery of Dr. Darke. 
360 The Bradys and the Chinese "Come-Ons" : or. Dark Do.ngs in 

Doyers Street. 

370 The Bradys and the Insurance Crooks: or. Trapping A Wall Street 
Gang. 

371 The Bradys and the Seven Students: or, The Mystery of a Medical 
College. 

372 The Bradys and Governor Gum; or, Hunting the King of the 
Highbinders. 

373 The Bradys and the Mine Fakirs; or. Doing a Turn in Tombstone. 

37 4 The Bradys in Canada; or. Hunting a Wall Sircei "Wonder." 

375 The liradys and the Highbinders' League ; or, The Pled to Burn 
Chinatown. 

376 The Bradys' Lost Claim; or, The Mystery of Kill Buck Canyon. 

377 The liradys and the Broker's Double: or, Trapping a Wall Street 
Trickster. 

378 The Bradys at Hudson's Bay ; or. The Search for a Lost Fxplorer. 
370 The Bradys and the Kansas "Come-Ons"; or. Hot Work on a 

Green Goods Case. 

380 The Bradys' Ten-Trunk Mystery: or. Working for the Wabash 
Road. 

381 The Bradys and Dr. Ding: or. Dealing With a Chinese Magician. 

382 Tile Bradys and "Old King Copper" ; or. Probing a Wall Street 
Mystery. 

383 The Bradysand the "Twenty Terrors": or. Afterthe ( Irassbopper Gang. 

384 The Bradys and Towerninn "10"; or. The Fate of the Comet Flyer. 

385 The Bradys and Judge Jump; or, The "Badnmn" From Up the River. 

38 6 The Bradys and Prince Hi Ti-Li ; or, The Trail of the Fakir of 'Frisco. 
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